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CHAPTER I 

• i 

•m 

O NE morning, about twenty-fh r £ yl-ars ^go, a 
Ijrge Ml-riggei ship, with black and white 
ports painted, in Lhke-believe along Jier otherwise 
honest old sides, mSs dipping her grated head-boards 
and garish-doldhred figure-head towards the long, 
gentle, south-westerly swell of the North Atlantic in 
one qf his, pacific mtards. This figure-head was more 
than a head, it was a complete highlander—claymore, 
skean-dhu, and aU. His right hand had been about 
to draw his claymore for something like forty years, 
perhaps nearer fifty, just as a relative of his ashore, in 
mofe t>eaceful mood, had been taking snuff at the door 
of a London tobacco shop for an equally uncertain 
petidcl. Your attention is,drawn to tliis crudely- 
bedizened rfffigy of a Scotsman fo'rtwo reasons. One 
is that you niay be immediately assured thqt the ship 
he is heading is of LjonLon ownership; ancfyhe other 
is that you may note the new paiiit, and, at the same 
time', the rusty "stains from the chain gammoning 
defiling its freshness. From which it may be’^n^re 
th&n surrqised tWat the ship had recently left po?t ^ 
apd that lie ;)f the™ claymore (had ^ Frankenstein 
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vitalized his ,;ight arm) could have slaughtered'many 
'a sportive porpoise that had Jatefy played about him; 
the weather that could have made porpoi^-sticking 
possible to a live* highlander ltaving # been “ £jot-t*am- 
dirty-mit-reef-copsd/’ as one *of the polyglottic, crew 
said of it. * 

This honest old British sailing ship, With her thirteen 
dishonest posts on each side, was as well preserved 

as her highlander under her bowsprit., ‘Both were of 

* 

the same age. It is not ‘only by a nautical courtesy 
that I speak of the ship in the feminine gender, for 
though she had a very masculine napre to harmonize 
with Ihe b£ilicoce Scfetsihan, your*elderly spinster of 
masculine tendency is usually w dl pre: erved m those 
things which still proclaim her femininity ; and there 
is no reason to dohbt that this handsome old lady of 
the sea, after Tier manifold coquetries with passionate 
old Poseidon* was as fresh in many subtle ways as the 
day she 1 was first baptized and*men born, at twenty 
ipinutes to slack water on the last of the Hood, in 
Limehouse Reach. But I do not Submit as a reason 


to the judicial reader for £he wonderful juvenescence, 
tjrat paint (though it c filled up many a wrinkle, to be 
sure) t and paint alone was such. . • 


In fact, an old-time analogy, such as this between a 
wcrtnan and a ship, is t seldom just, and the young 
Pretender ^for sficft was hei- masculine pte-natal‘and 
baptismal, name),# in preserving her beauty, bad of 
necessitate pre^|rve the fashions of her youth — 
strange and beautiful anachronism — and she wore 
her clothing with such grace of outline and baiarfce of 
Vpwajifcftat K might be expected of any passing Cape 
UfWers of yesterday that they should, Vith jealous spite, 
Vomit black ilouds upon «her* purity and , beauty. 
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A modern steamboat* is a thing of ’^machine-made 
beauty; but this old full-rigged IShip, with her cam¬ 
bered bulwarks aftd square stern wiridofvs, and elegant 
skids with thdir balustered stanchions, with her 
tapeiing single mizen-topsail, and snowy kite £>f a 
main-skysail kissing the $vhite clouds in one pafch 
colour, with spars shaped for love of form a% well as 
for utility^—wljy^ she was a veritable * sea queen, a 
daughter of sky ant! ocean^ Every plank, every boltf 
every cloth of her gale-loved panoply bore the impress 
of the hitman hapd guiding the shaping tool, to make 
her both fit ancf (jomely. No machine tgit that of a 
weavei^s loom and t%i jenny of a ropp-walk had ai%ht 
to claim of hef crefsllon and investiture.* She was one 
of those crafts of.a*glorjous period of ship^wrighting ; 
she was a lkik*^>etween the present (of twenty years 
ago) and the past <of cumbersome pftjjhecy* Some- 
thing # akin' to the old East Indiarpan—bek>ved of 
C§oke, tfi<j marine painter, and Clarkson Stanfield— 
and somewhat foreshadowing the more modern colonial 
clipper of " composite ” build. The Ymng Pretender , 
had she begp # evolved y^sterefay, might have been 
termed an embodiment of^the elegancies'of both, wi£h 
none fcf thcir*unlovely defects. ^ 

Oi!? of the many beautiful links which* united her 
to the pasfr of *ship-appa»elling w^s ,the mizen-topsail 
referred to. * *A tall, arching, swelling # sail f>f bleached 
flax, *yrith two reef bSteids. The double topsails on 
her main and fore wlffe a Unk witlrth^preseift, though 
thej tapered in their leedies more than is* now the 
styfe. Another, and a link with the jn°r£*recent 
type of China ©r East Jndia clipper,, and yet dimly 
calling Jto* the mind^of $n appreciative observer tl\e 
old spritsail o! fifty years before her birth, was tifat 
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sail set beneath the jibboom, and of a name more 
curious than its shape; And yet another link with 
the remoter past' were those :~quaie stern windows 
of the afternicst state rooms (through which a man 
might pass easily enough), with elaborate ca-vving 
"uqming them, and then ro Hiding off to the sheer 
strake moulding on either side. 

Adding undoubtedly to the stateliness of it he whole, 
the Young Pretender shelved mure freeboard than 
was_ usual, or is now, with outward-bound merchant¬ 
men. Your deep-loaded trader gives hostages to 
beauty whey, she gives, a few inches to the sea, and if 
you coukl have looked at the gallant old sl^ip this 
morning you would have noticed jivnong those decep¬ 
tive black, and white ports little glazed scuttles of 
circular shape, and, as the. weather was now fine, 
some of ihenuipen for ventilation ; and liad she been 
loaded to that IMimsoll Maik iq white paint qn her 
side, her ’tween decks had been swamped,byptie steady 
running swell. Her hold was full >of general cargo 
for the colonies ; her ’tween deck was crowded with 
a living cargo. Her’ tonnage was exactly twelve 
hundred and thirty-eight tons register, which, though 
c only one-sixth of an Atlantic liner’s, was yet about 
four times the siz.e of th o. Endeavour t in which Captain 
Cook made liis firgt "’ayage tci.the coast of New Holland; 
to which part of the earth the Young Prvpndcr herself 
is bound tiris line piorning of c/ur story. y 

The good ship* Young Pretender this fine morning 
in the North Atlantic, like? the sea-created Greece she 
was, moved, slowly and rhythmically over the *ong 
g^utlirjvesterly swell. She, and the sum climbing into 
i.tjae yellow atmosphere, we/e greeting each; q,ther, 
obliquely as it were. The rising disc of the sun as it 
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slowly’gathercd strength touched not on'iy tha.t graceful 
single mizen-topsail, but all things on the lee side of 
the» sliiji, as with* a breath of golden fire. Anon, the 
wet chain j>lntc*s beneath the broad old-time guard- * 
boards, tlu; two little funnels of the" galley, wifh a 
wisp of horizontal smote clinging to the leeward of 
one of them/ the massive greenheart irejn-bound* 
anchor sVck, the wliite quarter-boat’hanging in the 
port davits, and a*man in^a canvas jacket sitting out 
on the cro’jack yard-arm with a bright marline^spike 
hanging'from his neck ; those and other details grew 
brighter and bolder in outlirtt- as the sln^slid over the 
long uf dulating swef^ topped with a fuftle of ainotlnyst, 
to **111001 the Acrick ilb-sccking* lord of ccflour. 

You might have* seen these things P this effect of 
colour, froyi rfio soutfi-cast, with the sun already 
warming your right cheek this June morning. Had 
you been to the north-west,you had seen a ttack mass 
of can va^ anpl hull against a pale golden sky. But 
you had still see.q that man on "the cro’jack yard, afid 
after your eye had been gratified with the general 
effect of &hjj1 and sky aid wfive, its interest would 
prpbably have become centred »on *t?iat man aloft 
astride of the yard, and ’industriously working* at the % 
olevfhnc block of that beautiful tapering mizen-top- 
saih He *wo»ld have been very -conspicuous *from 
eitlier side^ 4x j ing outlined against the c*inva$ as he 
ben4 t forward and against the cluyds as he sat s erect. 
He was the onfiy* •man aloft. blue*' dungaree 

trdustrs looked bluer by contrast with the suji-ycllowed 
canvas. He broke the uniformity of the yswd-arms, 
ctnd at any instance, more then a thousand yards and 
less 4 than *two miles, he would be necessary in^the^ 
picture. At-sea these pictures compose themselves; ' 
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there is nothing that needs elimination, the ‘eye is 

satisfied: 'nature it' fori once at one t \vilh art. But 

when tlfe*vessel sails nearer, nj the* } oinig 'Pretender 

is doing as yoi^look, with the undeceiving eye* of the 

spirit, ah you read, it is no longer a marine pictnve for 

that* \ r onn and colour loving eve alone; the human 
■*vu ♦ » ' \ . 

•Interest begins to supplant the a^thehc appretlation, 


and curiosity Criticism. The picture has ^iconic an 
illustration to a story. :• 

So .as the ship approaches, or, if you please, as your 
spirit eyes draw near and at length aboard, y*ou might 
note that the man above your head was repairing 
soma damage to 3 the block at tip* clew of the ^topsail 
* caused by the recent gale. You n Jght a*so have noted 
that his features, for he is not so £ar above your head 
as you gaze from the poop, were of till JBijghsh aristo¬ 
cratic type tlmt* one may meet with in # the paintings 
of Ronjney or Gainsborough. You might also observe 
that the decks had been just washed dowp, find, tfiough 
tlfe watch were all at their five-o’clock coffee, a couple 
of bo}'s (uncoynted tritles) were dragging rope-yarn 
swabs up and down the quhrter-deck, having, by the 
appearance of fixe already drying poop, finished tl^eir 
c morniiyg task where you stand. You njight s J gp the 
third mate w carefully counting the scrubbers* an.d 
squdegees set out in a fow v beside til# nyain hatch. 
Also ayothqr officer, in d rather shabby*s^rge jacket, 
walking upland dovvn the weatker side of the quarter¬ 
deck, and* continually glancing u^at the leech of the 
skysail. Indeed, as you are*locking atl him, youmiight 
notice t^at he sometimes gravely shakes his head and 
scratches his piojecting and three-day s-iyish a ven chin. 
^Thht dubious si sake and meditative scratching means 
that the Young Pretender is breaking efff her cdurse, 
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and tliat he is exporting the presence of the captain 
on the poop, wfyeie you stand* evesy minute. As you 
look cisreml'i to tin* poop and goes t#> the* (.brnpass, 
behind*\vhuii y<m ma\*huvr seen the huge wheel, half 
hiding the ^elmsman there. 

If you be one vei vd m the technicalities of merchant 
shipping yon would have immediately noticed that* 
though tb* 1 shij> was clean and tidy , yvt the presence 
of unpain ted* wooden structures, fixed here and there 
about the decks, spoiled an otherwise fine effect. 

A large 'box-like hood, with pudlocking doors now 
open, encased the main hatchway, and a smaljer one 

1 $ 4 # 

the quarter-hatch on the poop before the mizen-nruist, 
now locked. struct liras at the main and fore 

shrouds cumbered frhc decks. The hoqd at the main 
hatch was .ojx^i, and S broad ladder of*white deal 
might be seen leading ’below. And «as you notice 
these uncommon • fixtures % the word 1 “emigrants” 
\tfould utitifrayy answer the interrogation m your eyes. 

There are twQ skylights on 'the long poop, one*of 

which lights the saloon proper,- and the other, before 

the quarterdfatoh, lights !i fort' cabin as large as the 

sajoon. From this latter a muripur td voices arises, 

and 5?you listen you will distinguish cries ofynature 

wouftn from those of young •girls and female children. 

You will*,hear much <*pL foiling of water, affected 

screams, cordusing banter aVtd laughter, Jtar this fore 

cabin is a general wastiing place,* But ajjovc all the 

blending cries youfutll hear a riql| v powerfri contralto 

voice*singing in an untfaiiied manner a passionate love 

song, in what may be to you an unknown language. 

* # * 

Further belo^v, if you listen at a ventilator near by, 

you can hear less definable sounds* Some of tlT&nr will 

leach *the cnPs by way of the taffrail, ascending ff6m 
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the little, circular scuttles that light to somfc little 
extent thf gloom}’ depths below the saloon. Is it 
a blendfrig of prayer and ejaculatory praise J Is it a 
rhythmical dialogue, broken by brief 'pauses at inter¬ 
vals' of three of four minutes ? With your ear at the 
ventilator, during a moment’s cessation in the. forc- 
•vabin hubbub, you might detect in thdse brief pauses 
a single voice,*faintly vocal, as if reading from a book 
rapidly words already half known by heai'i. And then 
some twenty or thirty female voices blending in 
uniSon, with the single voice breaking betwoon every 
quarter-minute. There was some Common desire, 
some common sentiment, some commingling ofnarticu- 
late petition and* praise* down tl^rp. Vt was indeed 
the psalter of ^secluded and unaffected devotion, and 
its simplicity greeted the acfvancing'mio/n with its 
fervent underteri-athing and * cjaculations of thanks¬ 
giving. # and in*a tongue npver heaud aboard this ship 
belorc. 

‘As the sun rises stVadily in the .brightening sky, 
and the long, gently heaving billows, with their white 
marbled, veinous troughs,* pass diagonally beneath 
the Young Prctcndc/s hull, away to the north-east 
whence/ she had come, the ltmely man the fnizen- 
yard works away leisurely, balanced by his stfilling 
legs,* and with his canva§ jgfket press<jd gainst the 
leech of the^opsail. With his serving-bojyd and spun- 
yarn he is ^uttifig a smooth jound coat on the #vire 
strop of the clewliiK^block. The»<ffficer, now walking 
the poop, $an telf by each turn*of the*wrist, or by the 
tool in yse, the exact stage of the process *of repair. 
As the bloclr is now being seized into f the* strop lie 
Jloftks iip, and tlym ^ie odes to tfi^man not io forget 
thb^tin up of the foot-rope close by befor# he descends. 
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The man having finished the block slides in on the 
yard a few feet ;ynd proceeds tc “ sc4ze ” the foot-rope 
stirrup to the jacks!ay.. / 

His hands are very dar-stained, ancj their palms 
appear hard ,and shiny as saddle leather, the result' of 
much rope hauling and ship work ; but they arc y not 
large hands, an'd the fingers are longer in proportion 
than is common among forecastle seamen. His face 
is brown, his * neck *brown as the teakwood serving- 
hoard in the pocket of liis white canvas jumper,, or 
“ cunarder ” ; the hair, though not light m colour, 
yet seeming so by contrast with the sunburnt*face; 
the lighter nioustacne*£iirer still, and die eyes a colder 
gre\* Had ydfi be*r#beside him this morning, “ pass¬ 
ing the ball ” for him as he served the strop just now, 
you had heard him sing in a low void 1 that was pleasant 
to the ear, yet perhaps you would have thought a 
voice somewhat coarsened by much^ chan tying and 
ha*ilecTngf ph j’cef tackles and topsail-halyards in 
many a tempestuous night. Ffom the poop below 
liis voice is just audible—the^ words lo^J, but the air 
distinguishable? The fore-cabin‘contralto, now silent, 
basket him agoing, has set the officer 'on the poop 
a going** and *vhen the latter saunters forward Ac the 
braak^ets the man at the wheel subduedly agoing. 

And whom the captain ponies t$ the deck by way 
of the salooy companion ladder you will h^ar t)iat it 
lias him also agoing. And yet another*,for as the 
officer on the poop,who is chief of the Young 

Prcfenfcr, had .walked forward, he had unlocked the 
door of the" companion-hatch leading to the for- cabin 
arfti after ’tw^eiydeck^ and the first of those from 
belovy to step on the poop was a young woman with 
a ]>ale # lacc and luxuriant dark reddish hair, gathered 
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in a tangled bunch on her neck; attired in a frayed 
and slatternly dvess. 'She was huryiming to herself 
the words of the song sung just before by herself— 
the woman v*ith the contralto voice.' 

She stepped on the deck rather timorously and 
n walived over to the rail for support, as if fearing a slip 
to leeyvaid. In a moment her unsecured hair had 
fallen and ‘blown about her pale face She was 
followed in a minute bv several other pale-faced, 
some black-haired, and sonic* other red-haired girls ; 
and as they inhaled the warm sweet breewe they all 
began to laugh with ioy in their welcome resurrection 
after a week bcaow in the fetid $ loom. 

But the daptain is now spehl ing. H He has *seen 
nothing as yet but the angle of j^hc yards and the 
compass. The chief mate lias, approached with 
deferential morning greeting, his«unshaven chin held 
sideways on outstretched neck,■so that one ear is 
more ostensibly prepared to receive t r he* words from 
his superior’s bearded lips than, * the other. This 
is a delicate *bit of flattery that one may notice in 
other than chief matds, but it has no auditory value to 
tjiose who difi he.ir equally well with both ears as 
chief -mates always can. The mate made, his report, 
and the captain asked home questions. The rfbam at 
the wheel is now*keeping the ship as close fo the wind, 
without shaking the skysail, as he would t like to be to 
a pint of J\ sheeogue ” in the tap-room of the ‘^-Para¬ 
gon ” orr Sydney % Gkcular Quay: ' He had been luffing 
as much us the skysail would fet hinTsince four ©’dock. 
As four bells (six o’clock) struck, and another quarter- 
•master relieved him, he said in a loud* voice, so that 
the captain should* hear him^ “ Keep her close ap you 
chn, but let her travel. Course, sou’-b , -west-^aff-w6st 
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when sfie comes up.” " Keep ’er close, let 'er, travel, 
sou-b’-wes’-’arf-wfst/' repeated* the relieving' man as 
loudly. Then said the captain to the chief mate, 

I think she is doing very well, Mr. Shacldey ; we 
shall dear the Cape Verds if she comes up another 
point.” Then the mate went forward smiling, to g'ive # 
the third mate his orders for the day’s work aloft. 

When the .captain made his appearanceron the poop 
the man on the Tro*jack-yard, as well as the chief 
mate and the helmsman, had become suddenly sibmt. 


He worked away silently, in/the strengthening sun¬ 
light, with his ne*v bright steel mailine-sptke and his 
ball of s]fun-yarn. -swelling canvas*of the spanker 


1 lid tiie girls frofn hi? downward gaze as He sat astride 
of the yard close in to the mizen shrouds; but their 
laughter reached nim in gusts as the sail swayed with 


the rolling of flip ship. 

Now this is what die had been singing to himself 
until the copmn^ of the captain hushed his voice :— 


“Early one m<5i«ning, just as the sun was rising, 

I heard a maid singing iij, t\je Vhlley beUjfvv— 

‘ Oh don’t deceive me—C >h ne\*er leave me ! 

How could you use a poor maiden so?’^’» 

• empha^ing tl\e words wit IT the gestures necessity to 
his/asS? at the foot-rope stirrup. 

But this js what the woirian wjth the contralto 
voice* had beerv singing, and which she with,the $ark- 
4 red hair, the "rich deep red-gold haiif o! the,primitive 
Gael, had been humming as she stepficjl on the poop :— 

t * 

“•Mo bhrdn air in bhfairrge 
Is 6 lA mdr, 

Is 6 gabbail idis mt5 
*'S hio ui AQe stor.’’ * 

' * * i 

* (Mp jyiiel on the sea, it is iMhat is big ; it is it that is goii\«y 
between me and my thousand tiensures.) 
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And c this is what the chief mate had been' purring 
between his unshaven lips, but perhaps with no com¬ 
prehension of its peculiar value as an historical sea 
ballad :— t 

“ Oh ! Boney was a warrior 1 
Awav-av, oh ! 

A warrior, a .erry-er ; 

' John France war.” 


This latter song, or chanty, hoy T enA be'it said, had 
what may be termed a*dynamic value to the chief 
mate. By its aid he laid raised a thousand topsails 
and lesser weights to the verge of numerical infinity. 
With most Brkish merchant see men Bonaparte is the 
hero of their chanties, not Nt^son. s\nd when it is 
not Boney it is perhaps the captain of the Dread¬ 
nought, or tiie heroines of the it'll cliff e Highway. 
T1 ie chief mate of the Young Pretender was—like the 
man at the" wheel— united to die traditions of the 
British merchant service, in personal form, in voice, 
dn judgments, and in pleasures. 

What the captain had been singing when he ap¬ 
peared on deck has been* lost to posterity ; but these 
aie a few of the words of the chanty, the tunc of which 
the iaan at the wheel was‘humming softly to*himself: ( 


a What d’yer thi'nk we ’ad fur sup-per ? 

Blow f boys, blow ! e 
Oh-h I what d’-/er think we ’ad fur supper? 

Blow, my bull}- boys, blow< 

■*“ Strike- Uie-hl hid without molas-secs ; 

¥ ^ - <Blow*! boys, blof' 1 
Oh-h! strike-me-kjinii without molas-sccs, 0 
Blow', my bully boys, blow ! ” 

j 

Many more females had now folloyed to the deck 
"the"first few ^mergers from tho gloom.* « Two, hand 
In hand ; two more with* arms around eafclr* other, 
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their hair streaming in the wind ; and twenty more, 
many with^ black hair and sunburrt (though paled) 
cheeks, expressing with peculiar idiom their apprecia¬ 
tion of tlie calmer'sea and more genial weather. One 
among these women on the poop had ascended the 
same companion-ladder as had the captain. Her 
speech was very different ; and, if you had been 
listening to his on tin 1 cro’jack-yard, yo\i would have 
thought it more akin to the* than to any accent among 
the young women on the deck below. 

The captain gave each a friendly nod of greeting, 
and a special ant? polite salute to the young woman 
who had ascended fpra the srdoorj 1 , and walked 
atlnwirtships t <5 yield them the whole’weatherside 
for their morning airing. The weather, as it has been 
stated, during the past week—and the fifst of the 
voyage—had bgen boisterous and wet. All had been 
kept below, suffering* and enduring, for" the first time 
111 ilieir l>ve^, tl^e nausea, increased by bad ventilation, 
and other drawbacks incidental ‘ to the construction 
of an old sailing ship fitted up temporarily to carry 
emigrants kopi Plymouth depot to another in a 
colonial port. c 

But *now, a" by magical change, pale cheeks this 
morniit^ became rapidly ruddy ; dull eyes, bright; 
enfeebled appetites (judging oy many a reference to 
breakfast spoken among them) changed to voracious 
ones 7 sullen demeanour turned into gaiety of heart; 
petulant selfishness HLo abnegation.. Fresh air, sun¬ 
light*, and a steadier deck ; and for them there was a 
re-creation of that world which they carried about 
with them daily { The girl who had first come to the 


poop cried* aloud to another for very joy in life, and 
he*r words of delight, uflered in the sweet sibilont 
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language of the West, were .answered with a similar 
outburst of gladness by her companion. 

She who h\id qome on deck ^>y the saloon companion- 
way greeted the unkempt one—her of the honey-sweet 
Gaelic speed? and musical song-voice—and then went 
an*? took her arm and led her to the seat on the forc- 
* cabin skylight. As the tw'o sat down the man on the 
yard, who bad finished the stirrup, crossed to wind¬ 
ward and set about some oilier ~\Votk above their 


heads, the yard being braced forward. lie looked 
down upon them botli^ and could hear quite plainly 


the \vords of the elder one as she playfully expostu¬ 
lated, in a vovce of'condescending domination, with 
the red-haired 'girl about the \wynd-singled sbvfe of 


her luxuriant locks, about the* unbuttoned state of 
her jacktt, and-the frayed stable'of Jut petticoat. 


She began k> .arrange' and braid the girl’s hair, and 
the man allbve, bendipg over\a short splice, was 
cutting off the'ends with his new sheath knife. {)ne 
«nf these severed strand ends ol hempen rope fell to the 


poop at their feet, *and another into the lady’s lap 
as she sat before thctgirl braiding her hair. The lady, 
holding the k«ig queue of liair in her hand and a niece 
of gBpen ribbon between *'kt li j s, looked ufT'as the 


man looked down, and*bot . paused in their reflective 
tasks. Then she bent dowp and flicked up the strand, 
and, teasing out the hemp into tawny .golden oakum, 
she held jt against the younger girl’s forehead. * They 
both laughed and, {lien looked at the man on the 
yard. He was looking dywil, watelling them, with a 
smile his grey eyes rather than on his lips. 

The women below, though close together, saw the 
*m.ji^from two different poin\s* of view*., The man 
jfsjove saw both from one point of vip v w. Atid* point 
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of vicw*is the keynote to every life and every death. 
As the braiding of tfic hair continu'd their* fa lighter 
asceryfed t 5 him, blended like the notes erf two instru¬ 
ments, fit t each * distinguishable by its particular 
quality* lie looked down again and again, bin only 
one of them raised her head to meet his gkince, And 
it was she whose’ speech was akin in tone to his own. 
The pale-fayed, untidy gill with the daYk-red tresses, 
kept her eyes «$ejT-coftscioiP»V cast down at the piece 
of tawny hern}) fallen to the deck. 

The Captain (tlu^t is to say the master, which is a 
term of greater significance, Vhough less aylmir^d by 
the cult^bf courtes\*)-*-^hc Mastfr of tne Young Prt% 
icndor t after looking fJ the sun, fit the-compass, at the 
wind-vane on The st^iTf fixed in the taffr.nl, at the 

weather-bracef, ;>? the nfan on the yard, and at the 

’ * 

accumulating gjitls on the poop and* the men and 
women or^ the maii^deck---vTUh vaiyifcg degrees of 
interest—came. over to Ihe two young* women*at the 
fore-cabin skylight, and accosted the elder, whom ht* 
had so politely saluted oil her; appearance ten minutes 
before. 


“ Good morning, Miss Pa'grave. TIa*re yon passed 
a comljfrtablc sight ? ” 

* Vefy comfortable, thank yon, Captain.” 

” And yopr brother ? ” 

” f have not yet seen him ; he is rising^ I believe, 
for I ke*ird him moving about in liis f bevth nyrt door/ 1 

“ Lazy fellow/’ said the Master,•> “ and not a bit 
sea-si cl^.” 

“ Oh, no r none of our family are cvej troubled 
with such a commonplace and stupid complaint as 
sea-sic^neSs»..’’ 

• Maitkind must be a stupid lot,” said the Mast§#, 
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smiling^ at Miss Palgrave's confident disdahi; and 
then he added scynewhat btusquely, turning his head 
towaia the'girl, at her side f “I’ll wagei there’s a 
specimen here of stupid sea-sick womankind.” 

The younger woman’s face, already losing its^pallor 
in the fresh wind, blushed a deep crimson as the Cap- 
'tain spoke, not to her but at her. ‘ She felt in one 
swift moment? the difterence between a stpt e-room in 
the saloon and the dark tween deck with its deal- 
boarded bunks, shared with fourscore other emigrant 
girls. She stood voiceless, looking down* at the bit 
of tawny hemp at her feet with sullen eyes. He was 
already one of her great onejy was this Captain and 
lord of them ail. Tue first time she had seen,him, 
that day in, Plymouth harbour, he had shouted to 
the master of the tender (a local tug-boat), who him¬ 
self had taken a position of importance in her opening 
mixtd—the Captain of the Yonn^ Pretender had shouted 
to him in an angry and superior manner, “ \ ou just 
"keep that rotten old paddle-box of yours clear of my 
chain-plates, will you ! i What are you doing with 
that wheel, coming alongside like that •? ” He already 
ranked with “the District Inspector of Constabulary 
in Ifer native county, this tug-boat skipper,' ^tnd the 
Captain of the big emigrant ship as yet was -heypnd 
all comparison. f , 

” The doctor tells me,” said Miss I^algrave, ~ that 
they hay a all had* a most miserable time below during 
the week. How many of you. are there, my dear ? 
Let me pin together that rent in ycur skirt.” v 

The ymmg woman shook her head. The blush 
was still on her brow. The presence of a man, e,ven 
ah°elderly man like the Captain, had disturbed the 
Undercurrents in her soul. Miss Palgrave’s kind, 
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almosf-affectionate mapner, seemed suddenly to re¬ 
pulse her. And a Wan dress had never troubled her 
befoje in cfll her life. The Captain spokr instev*!.- 

“ Eiglfty-two single women, a hundred and fifty-one 
married and children under twelve, including thiity-six 
infants ; a hundred and four single men ; ,a docior ; 
and a crew a'ld a half of forty-three all told ; 
and of course two saloon passengers; Mr. and MDs 
Palgravc, taking u, round "ke.p for the benefit of health 
and-” 

“ To kid time wjth a paint-brush, as Eustace bays. 
And what size is the girls’ qilfirters, Captain ? 

” Oh, &s large as Tli** saloon anti state-iooms togetlan 
—fi^st-iate acof>mmt>aation for»a five passage. Don’t 
you think so, Jtiddy \ You didn't get better than that 
in Connemara, I’,& \hf bound 1 ” • 

The re-paling elietyk of the girl aguip flushed hotly. 

I am not from Connemara, Mr, and nlc name is not 
Biddy r ' ' 

‘ You tdll them that in Australia and they won'it 
believe you. I’ll wager youY'i; a«brother Pat anyhow 
—come now ? » Ha-ha-ha ! 

“Jndeed, and I have not neither,’t said the girl 
with S*return # of her goad humour, smiling at tfie 
M^sten*; " his name is Domiflick, the same name as 
my father’s.” 

“ And what is yours, my girl ? 

“ Jpiyma I^Arcy,” said Miss P^lgrave site has 
just told me, and a v<)jy sweet nama, too. It reminds 
one of Joan of Art*, and is so much softer. There ! noz& 
your dress is quite respectable.” 

Joan od Arc ? It reminds me of Darby and Joan 
—eh, Darcy.arftl Jdaimti ? ” said the Captain, laufhTnga, 
” Well* «Miss Pcjgrave has made your hair look vqjy 
c 
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pretty with those two long plaits ; what style of 
tittyvating do yoij call .that, Missi .Palgrave ? 

“ Style, Captain ? Oh, that’s the Maiguerite, of 
course. Turn round and show the Captain, my dear ; 
Marguerite en regie for her Faust ! 

“ Ha-ho r ha-lie-he ! And hasn’t she dropped some 
of it on the deck here? On, you womenfolk! What 
deceptive creatures you are ! 

The girl turned away C {'scape Anther banter as 
Miss Palgrave picked up the piece of hemp. She 
walked to the rail and looked up for one short second 
at the maipon the yard., His eyes nere looking down 
and watching Miss Talgrave toying with the strand 
of rope and tattling with the Cap J ain. 

This was not Ioanna D’Arey’s fust brush with the 
enemy si:-xe she had left Ireland. That had been 
with the English matron (now below in the ’tween- 
deck) at the Plymouth depot The matron had 
affectedly pitied hoy because site was an Irish girl, and 
because she was of the religion pf some nfty of the 
other single girls. Alt, P a great drawback, my dear/' 
had said the matron* Put it is not your fault, my 
dear, that yon ,vorc born in such a priest-rylden 
country.” Not her first brush ; not ,f.he iiryf affair 
of outposts and slight skirmishes with the ancniy. 
Some of the other girls- -Irish, Scotch, and English— 
had shown already a feeble battle-front. But • this 
brush, tLi^ niOiiiipg, was one that required different 
strategy. Her ancestry was a -weapon that she felt 
would injure herself more than the enemy, if she 
allowed herself to make use of it. Her poverty rusted 
the weapon that could be turned against her. Among 
-heT r own people the fact that her grandiathpr had been 

landed gentleman, and he A uncle a canon and parish 
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priest? %ave her the right to the title of Miss D’Arcy of 
Kilnatubber, tlyiugta she was unvlucated *111 d had 
been reared in a small. thatched cabin Tvitli si$ Tiores 
of land? rented from the son of the man who had 


bought her ^grandfather’s estate by public auction 
before she had been borm She had come sow to this 
enlarging worfd, inviting attack, competing with 
mis understanding antagonists, suffering wliile she 
smiled, and *mayb<? mom'nftil at times when she 
succeeded through another’s loss ; but the friction 
between Self-concVinnation and self-approval, that 
would wear the “double-edged swo"d of *nmitv into 
a rod o{ self-cliastisefngnt between them, liad not yet 
begun. 

“ There’s setfen bells,” said the Captain to Miss Pal- 
grave, ” and* there*s life, steward. Don't* you feel 
hungry ? You will Vmd that a sea vo^ige is.the best 
of all tonics.” * 

9 * s % r- 

i* It is not pry first by many. Captain, though 1 
have never sailed in a ship like this before, Bift 
Eustace thought it would be snch^in interesting change 
from a short steamboat trip to the Azores, or up the 
Mediterranean. What a very difficult Teat it # mijst 
b(‘ to Squeeze* through tlfat crowd at the galley!” 
Miss Ttdgrave looked along the main deck, where the 
coloured steward, holding* a *pjle of* plates above his 
head, was eyi^rging from a group of men snd \yomen 
with •bright new pails in their hands,“and Kfcw loaves 
of bread either unde# their arms'e^d 11 their”aprons. 


Some 4>f the men* around the galley door had, bands 
around the ‘sleeves of their right arms, vathjetters 


printed upon them. These were emigrants who* 
received a alight gnftvfity from the Emigration “Office** 


for actiitg as stewards or ** constables M to the othet^. 
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Those drawing rations for the single women’s quarters 
carried tjie food far as a little \ rap-door under the 
break 'M the f.oop, and it was there received by some 
of the girls and distributed to tlib various messes 
below. 

Around .-another galley door, by the side of the 
emigrants’ galley, some twenty or thirty younger men 
were crowded together with the blue guernseys and 
canvas jackets and striped p flannul shirks of the sea¬ 
men, rubbing the sleep out of their eyes as they waited 
ilieir turn. Tiny had just been turned otit of their 
bunks.. Hoak-pots, filled with steatiling coffee, were 
being passed over thd heads of 1 the single men, and 
the laughter 'and bander and rarer expiession of ill- 
will reached the poop in a confused blibble. It was 
the first m'orning of the voyage that there was a large 
assembly at tht> breakfast hour.* During tlie recent 
stormy weather a few limp sea-sick emigrant stewards 
had staggered singly and despairingly to the 1 galley 
doors, drenched with spray above and soaked to the 
knees below, and staggered back to the hatchways 
again, often to reach them with empty jjails, and loaves 
of bread sodden" in salt water. This mornine all 
was animation. Miss Palgrave was mterestthj, and 
the smell of the hot coffee, with the knowledge that 
her own breakfast was being prepared, a^Jded to her 
habitual amiability a feeling of universal benevolence. 

"How®the jfoof souls will enjoy their breakfast 
this morning! # Dun’t you think*so, Captain ? " 

" I ,ci)joy mine every* m6rning,*-Miss Palgrave,” 
replied the Master. " Why, some of “that crowd 
•never had so much to cat before in their’ lives, and 
•'the? doctor tells fne they are grumbling -at the food 
already. Want saloon r are? I supposf ! " 
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“ Oil, I think the fare is excellent, but I don’t think 
I should like coffee out of fi pai\ Captain,” 

”*It’s # good coffee, the same as the c*ew ge^’*said 
the Master. 

“And fresji-baked bread,” said Miss Palgrave. 


i ( 


" Aye, and good sall # butter,” said the Master. 
That's more than 1 got when I first went to ^?a.” 


” Well, 4hey must grumble at something ; perhaps 
it is because* most df theiA are Irish,” said Miss Pal¬ 


grave, smiling. “ But I really should not like my 
coffee out of a pati, though I can accustom myself to 
preserved milk.” 

“ Milk ! what do ttigjike ol them want with milk 
said the Master cofitemptuousPv. * 

I couldn’t dj ink* coflee at breakfast.without milk, 
Captain ; bift 1 hku my*cy//e ncro after dinfier.” 

” You are different from that lot* Miss palgrave ; 
I am # obkged to go;without coffee altogether m hot 
weather*, T ^y ofder of the doctor.’.' 

There could be wo doubt that Miss Palgrave was 
very different from the majority (A her fellow-passengers 
in one exceptionally dividing* sense. As with the 
majority of the girls that paraded *thd fioop, so here, 
on the main deck among # these men of the dry land, 
aw accent and an idiom preponderated exotic to 
Britain. Amortg the ma*rie.?l section there was some 
variety, for # tJie burr of the north-country miner and 
the fhsiect of lowland Scotland might each luive been 
detected, and even tkemasal einpt%i^ss of thV speech 
comrifon to the \teinity*of Shoreditch and H fc iggerston, 
strange lingual factories in Britain’s cgnglttmerate 
}At not unk^vely t metiopolis. But the majority of 
the eauig rants exhibifed in soft speech, as well as ift 
easy * manners,! an affinity with those in the after 
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’tween decks. In fact, they came from that mild and 
easy land of the Gael, "where both t,he milk of kine 
and life? milk V>f human kindness have ever abounded. 
The ship’s constitution was notamlikc that of Ireland’s. 
Here the foreign and antipathetic element was the 
^ ruling one/- The sun shone 1 down that morning in the 
■ North .Atlantic upon a garrison of English speaking, 
thinking, and acting mlcrs, from him in ■ command 
to the little anglicised Glasgow bo\ from ?i reformatory 
ship. , And half willingly, half perforcedly, the greater 
and overwhelming mass of alien** thinkers, liopers, 
dreamers, alud actors, wore being drafted and directed 
to an unknown future. In tin* 'regard some remarks 
by Captain Jessup, aS he stood‘there on the poop 
beside Miss Pulgrave, with his hands {hrust into the 


pockets oPhis grey tweed jacRet, illustrated an aspect 
of that unalterable attitude that British governors 
have’adopted toward subject races. 

The coloured saloon steward bad collided with pn 

* t 

efnigrant and was picking up a broken plate with 
encumbered hands. c/ * Mr cabin crockery won’t last 
long at that rate, Miss Palgrave. That’sHhe third since 
yesterday ; afttl tnere’s the house 1 flag in red, white, 
and blue on each of them. n These emigrants haven't 

r* 

got their sea legs yet. But they are a wild, clumsy, 
bog-trotting lot. "Lazy, dirty, too ; I’ve seen a deal 
of them in,the East End of London, au<J unloading 
ships in N-wv York. But they seem to improve in 
British "places hHr Sydney ai? d Melbourne. Now 
they’ve turned their hacks oh theil -country they’ll 
thrive J’ke-bees in a bean field. They ought to be 
grateful to the British Government (or developing the 
colonies; don’t you think so, IVfisS’ Palgrave*? ,lf we 
dukiped them down in the '(Vest lading Yellow'Jack 
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would fiave them all in no time. But New South 
Wales and Victoria *&re fine countries for emigration. 
A mhd cabin in Kerry pr Donegal is.abcAit all ■•skry're. 
leaving behind. An ignorant, superstitious, priest- 
ridden lot ! ”, * 

The Captain in all liis t deep-sea voyaging had set 
his foot on m;fny a foreign strand, but only on the 
strand. I* Ireland the strand had" been that of 
Queenstown, a lew *feet of it in the vicinity of the 
landing-steps, and Ins knowledge of the Irish people 
so far had been •gleaned from the bumboats, the 

% 0 

English agents at tiiat port,’and an occasionaj copy 
of the London^ Time's «which Ifis wife posted to liihi 
win 1 n abroad. 

Miss Palgiave remained sil('nt. Jhlpr sharpened 
appetite kopf her tl^ougfifis on breakfast. * 

“ However/’, continued the Master,* “ a\l I care 
about t is Jo land the/n safely at Port Jackson and tc 
b(? rid of /un !, Ah ! here's that-surgeon ! 'Morning, 
Doctor ! ” (Those -was a faint hint of antipathy in 
the Captain’s use of the word*' that.”} 

“ ’Morning,* Captain ! Good* morning, Miss Pal- 
gnfegj How many people in the*m?u*ried quarters, 
Captain ? ” * * 

*” Why, you know, Doctor ; one Imndrqd and fifty- 
one,, of course, •including*th$ thirty-six infants undei 
three years/’, 

"•You may call it a hundred and*lifty-t\vfi>f Captain/ 1 
“ ph ! what ! ail arrival ? ” 

“ ¥es. 1 had u*sudden call at two o clock tins morn¬ 
ing/’ 

* “ Um, the. m^te didn’t tell me that / ' said th* 
Master. 4< Hie second mate failed to report ’it, d 
, suppose, when* he was relieved/’ 
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" And tlic mother is doing, well ? ” inquired Miss 
Palgrave, as thovgh she were conscious that such a 
qutiCcn was* 1 expected of her. 4 

” Why,” interposed the - Captain, “ it wasn’t 
premature, was it, Doctor ? ” 

“ Seven-months’ child and the first-bom,” said the 
ship’s, surgeon. “ Irish mother, aged thirty-eight, 
four-pound child.” 

” flow interesting ! ” said*Miss' Palgrave, but slav¬ 
ing little interest in the subject of children. 

“ Yes, another Irish female,” sari the doctor. 

” Irish ? i She’s English born,” said the Master ; 

’ ^ allow me to know Unit, I)oct<r *: She belongs to the 
parish of Stepney.” The Master 4 looked defiantly at 
the ship's surgeon. 

” You puzzle me, Captain T said Miss Palgrave. 

” She puzzled*me,” said the Doctor calmly; she 
was crying all' the time in that peculiar language of 
hers for the ‘ soggartJi .’ These people would rather 
have a priest than a doctor, it seem 1 -.” . . . 

Then the Doctor added suddenly, after a pause, 
” I smell breakfast ! ” r 

” He’s like'an animal in the Zoo,” said the Captain 
to’Miss Palgrave, aside. 'i 

At this she laughed, and the steward at that moment 
ringing the saloon bell. Surgeon Benjamin Clyster— 
by courtesy of all, doctor as well as surgeon—dis¬ 
appeared foelow, "followed by the Master, Miss Palgvave 
loitering'beliind at the companicui-way. 

The emigrant girls had all descended to the ’tween- 
deck below the fore-cabin, and the clatter of tin pots 
.and pannikins reached the ears of Miss Palgrave 
tvirougn the ventilator beside tne salooh compemon- 
ht*>d. The red-haired girl, with the hjayed petticoat 
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and torn skirt, Joanna•D’Arcy, had been the last to 
descend, and before’she went down the ladder at the 
quarter-hatch she looked up at the dro’jaclT^ard. 
At that moment a boy struck eight bells on the poop 
bell, and the jnan looked down. His eye caught sight 
of the girl. She returned his smile, H« made a 
motion as if dfmking from a pannikin. As Joanna 
D’Arcy descended to the^’tween-deck there was a flush 
in her cheeks &nd pleasure was dancing in her eyes. 

Miss Palgrave lingered a few minutes longer., while 
the wheel * was relieved by a quarter-master ; and 
another seaman ascended the'mizen ringing to selieve 
the man. with serving*-]^>ard and marline-spike. 

The latter immediately desceiided The* shrouds. 

As lie reachecl the cheerpole, his feet were about on 
a level with Miss f , alpra\fo , £ eyes, their owner standing 
amidships watqhing him. He paused, lOokiqg down¬ 
ward, # with admiration longings—almost a question 
in«his own,eye$. 

As they gazed.at one another the man of thirty 
slightly blushed, not the woman of nine-and-twenty. 
He looked up fold down the poo];). 

has gone below to breakfast,”*said Miss Pal¬ 
grave, •smiling.*’ 

4 ‘ Er—er—I beg your pardon ? ” said* the man, 
stammering. 

“ I say tlja* she has gone below to breykfast;,” re- 
peatfd-Miss Palgrave, nodding her head cihd laying 
still piore stress upon^he pronoun. %«. 

“ Who, may I* Inquire*? ”‘said the man. , 

The lady laughed merrily, and perhaps, souaewhat 
mischievously^ and walked over to the rigging. Then- 
she nyponded-— 

“ 1 ‘saw the beginning of a romance in a second- 6f 
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time this morning. The sun was shining on your face, 
and I have good'eyes.” 

''Ton are enigmatic,” saic? the seaman ; 4 ” \Vould 
you kindly explain your meaning ? ” He had appar¬ 
ently expected quite a different preamble 

He rested his chin on q ratlin and looked down 
gravely into her eyes, the flush in his face having quite 
disappeared.' The second mate had nob yet taken 
the poop. He could be seen tail-ling to‘the chief mate 
on tlm main deck, who had not yet gone to his break¬ 
fast in the saloon. The quarter-itiaster at the wheel 
Jooked en\ffou t dy at th£ pair. His shipmate seemed 
in no hurry to go to his own b±r-akfast,. } and no-wonder, 
when a lady like that*! ... * • 

” Must I explain, and so destroy the value of sugges¬ 
tion, wlifch is the basis of *my>*tery, and sometimes 
the spice td 4 the eoinmonplace ? ” .said Miss Pal- 
grave. * " Well, Joanna D’An;y js very § yovng, is she 
not ? ” « , • •» 

,f Oh ! ” said the man, descending from the sheer- 
pole and standing bbsivk* her, for he had discerned a 
movement toward the poop by the two officers on the 
njain-deck. kit* hesitated a moment, as if fmtung 
suitable words to her taste and position. “ Believe 
me, it was. the first time I saw Miss—er—the otlicf— 
or—lady—this morning^ frtr I presufne you alliuje 'o 
her with khe most beautiful hair fluff .woman ever 

possessed.v . /She, whom you so kindly-*-”• 

" Have you “discretion, ycKmg man ? ” 

He .was certainly about the same age as herself, 
and Iw* smiled as he responded— 


“ I am sure 1 4 must have 1 st tlje use of my cy&s, 
‘“Miss ” ' 


Palgrave/ 
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" Miss* Palgrave—or I should not have said the 
most beautiful. t 

“ A*u affected compliment/’ said the laay, “ cSZuot 
obliterate the unstudied words of sincerity. You 
speak jvell for # an able seaman. Was it not you who 
carried my luggage aboard jn the East India Docks ? ” 

“ For which fabour you kindly gave me the sum 
of one shilling. You are jnuite correct, Mi^s Palgrave.” 

" You do not'speaktpiite like the other seamen ; but 
I see you wipe your tarry hands on your jacket quite 
d la mode 

The man blushed like a boy, and let his-hands fall 
to his side. 

” How should a seaman speak ? ” * 

“Why, like an aMe-bodied seaman,.of course,” 
said Miss Palgrave v^ith Effected vexation, * not like 
the people in a novelette, young man \, 1 have come 
for a trip, and I qm disappointed with one, of the 
crew. Souq m()lto malconlcnto & Ini. His greasy 
jacket belies his inherent qualities. Here comes the 
second mate.” 

They both ttfrned away from the rigging, the man 
saying ^ironically— 

” jc •snis bicfh affligc ! Jc ne fiarle pas Italicn. I 
am* sorr* to have been the unconscious cause of any 
disappointment, loss ol* pit^sure,*in your voyage, 
Miss Palgravg ^ ” # * . 

He«had spoken with the vanity of fi rfian who wished 
to undermine an impression, and sftcfjyid spokdn with 
the pe<*uliar freedom of a wftman who had tfayelled, 
and with flie artificiality (that had become s&cond 
nature) of one who trifled away her girlhood in the 
continual searen for a \tor!d without Carriers. 

“ An fevoir ! |Joanna is fortunate! Your irony 
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shall be my sauce for breakfast," she said pleasantly, 
as the,, two officers advanced. ‘She stood a moment 
gfef&g aftet him, and then she followed tlie chief mate 
down the saloon companion, slowly, and smiling to 
herself. * t 

The man hastened forward. As he passed along 
the i^iain deck a little boy of some two or three toddling 
years had just fallen in the yvet scuppers. He picked 
up the child and wiped Ins hands and face with the 
kerchief from his own neck, and then carried him 
over to his mother at the main lis tchway. 

" Thank you, y’ouiig feller," ’ said the woman. 
“ Wot a nice lydy you wer^ talking to up there ! " 
jerking her head in tme directiod of tiie poop. 

" A saloon passenger, I believe/ said the man 
discreetly. 

“ Ya,s, I seed Vr up there with ’or brother yester¬ 
day—-long-’aired feller in a soft felt ’at, tied on with 
an ankacher. Looks like an artist t gent. I know 
that sort ! Oh, yas ! So you t think Vr nice, do 
you ? " v, . 

" Nay, it was you who said that, was it not ? " 

" Said wOt ? Slav’s a forward lot. ain’t she*-? I 
seed Vr a-doin’ of a gal’s*’air up this-mornifig. Red 
'air, ain’t , it ? , I’ve got a daughter up ther£ my.,elf. 
I ’ope she wok t come none of Vr nonsense over 
Mirapda. „ We’re as good a loi as Vr .yny day ! I 'ad 
an unclt once Wot kep’ 'is own kerridge." . * 

" I’in quite §v*c-of that," sa.icl the man diploniatic- 
ally. . "What a fine boy ! * whertf’s his daddy 7 , eh? 
Where’s .your daddy, you little rogue ? What a 
charming little fellow ! " 

" Oh ! ’is dacfdy’s swilling Aiv?fy dotvn-*b‘eloY 7 ," said 
the mother; "beastly black muck,|I can’t* ahear it. 
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Sy ! do‘they give you fellers soft bread, you sailor 
fellers ? ? * 

“ N*o, onlV biscuit,” replied the man. " Whr^ lo 
you ask ?*’ • ( 

She .ogled the seaman, almost affectionately, it 
' seemed. 

” Wait 'ere witfh the kid a’moment,” said the woman, 
and she raij down the ladder, reappeaTing in a few 
seconds with th*- quarter oi a loaf. 

” Really ! ” expostulated the man, “ I shall be 
robbing yorf; and \ think I prefer ship's biscuit.” 

“ Take it now, I # got a bit e^try this morion’. That 
Ivdy in the cabin ain*t got no better bread, so tbe 
German baker &ys, # wot bakes the ’ole lot. I like 
German bakers,*there, was one in 'Ackney wot . . . 
oh, such a nico fellfrr, 'e wtis ; 'e used to make me larf 
so . . .” ‘ 

• A 

“ Vou are very kind,' said the seamah, taking the 
bre^d, an,d patting the "ftoy’s cheejc and putting him 
down at her feet. # JThen he walked forward, and, 
fetching his hook-pot from Jlw forecastle, he came 
back to the galh*y door for his coffee. • 

” y’re owre late again, my son,” sakl tfie ship's cook 
•sharpl/* " Y'li no catch #ne keepin' caffy tilf nign 
on #ine lfell, I tell y\” 

” I have been working ak>ft,*poctoj ; I had to wait 
some* time before I was relieved. Come, you have a 

A A ^ f 

drop left ! I ll hurry the next time.*” • 

” 'Ach ! y’ were better employed.*. J’m no so blind 
as a’ that, my son. Y’it? a«pawkie chiel, nae doot 1 
She’s a pretty leddy y’ were making up to on^the^poop 
a wliile ago! Y’ mind the old man don’t catch y 
At tpis ttyc Aam&n ltughed outrigiit, and he shook 

the ho©k*pot in his hand s<T much that he spilled some 

• . i 
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of the tepid coffee, which the ^urly cook was rclhctautly 

pouring into it, <311 the*.sill of the galley door. 

see riaething to laif at { ” said the cbok, looking 

down at the spilt coffee ; “ perhaps y’ll kihdly get a 

swab and cleanse the coaming o’ the door, an’ dinna 

( ! 

be a towyiond aboot it ! 

Tins the man did immediately and good-lnimouredly, 
and then went and took his seat on his ^ sea-chest in 
the forecastle among his fioisy shipmates, most of 
whom had finished their rough repast, and were 
"cutting up their tobacco on the, lids of -their chests 
amici a hubbub of song, and jest, hnd coarse nautical 
* banter. 



CHAPTER II 


S tan: 

eyes 


ANDTJsG on the fore-hatch I wfeiijd have the 
■‘s of y©ur imagination peer straight before 
you over the old windlass into the gloom of the fore¬ 
castle, first •noting jhe hum of voices beneath’your* 
feet—a hum of compulsory drones in a flark hive. 
Yet this humming is .unicli about worR to be clone, 
woik. confidently expected, and about fortunes to be 
won in a hundRd different ways. This under your 
feet,, in the forward f tw^eii-deeks, the aboc^o of the 
unmarried male emigrants.* You canijot.fail to hear 
it as you peer into the iorecadie. Theh, as y*ou Ipok 
und^u tfle raised shutters 0 above the wifldlass, shading 
your eyes (for tlTe sunlight comes obliquely down upon # 
them with the breeze, as the ^oyt^of the huge foresail 
bulges in the wind), you will observe that the gloom 
within is broken by a shaft of bright li^ght streaming 
•down ff«m a little open liajch in the forecastle ‘deck. 

^ op may think of Rembrandt *as you note the effect, 
bor follow that beam of tyght wh credit stiTkes down 
upon*the flaxen hair of Olsen, tile Norwegian, already, 
pipe i*i ijioutlf, Vorking away with rtjngji. horror Hands 
at a very \vliite-sailed # ship stitclipd into very blue 
Berlin*,wool water. What «a very beautiful thing 
that patch of woollen colour is, and that flax*cn‘ head 
and beard, under that shaft of light ! And tlieu^our 
spirit eyes *rpa$ travel from Olsen’s pale yellow.hair, . 
from lus canvas cunarder jacket, from his wool work, 



“ACT OF GOD’ 


from his hook-pot at his side ffoi Olsen is of that breed 
that considers time devoted to mpals alone as so much 
ti_i' wasted ; hence he smokes, and -works, and 
drinks coffee simultaneously), from this high light 
in the picture, to where it is reflected from adjacent 
objects gradually taking shape in the half shadows. 
You will certainly think of Rembrandt. For here 
is mystery,*, and mystery slowly elucidating itself 
through its own elements—light and shade. The 
face of the young seaman whom you have seen at work 
aloft tills morning, the first lmjuan form your eye 
discerned-.against the white clouds, his face gradually 
resolves itself in the gloom, and many others also, all 
subordinate to Olsen in the left ventie of the picture. 

From these just discernible faces your gaze may 
now travel to the dimmer costumes, and to the con¬ 
structive fortunes of the habitation. And Rembrandt 
would probably put you where you are now standing 
on the hatch peering in. For you may note dial you 
are looking through a frame, and the shape and scope 
of a frame is an important matter, as well as its dis¬ 
tance from the picture within the frame. 

Patrick Hudson, the seaman who had carried Miss 
Palgravc’s trunks aboard in the East IndE‘Docks, 
is now breakfasting on coffee and biscuit a few feet 
away from Olsen the Scandinavian ; and he, and 
one named Beady, and another with the sobriquet of 
Sydney Bob, ana another, Cardiff Pnce, and several 
more to the convenient of a doze n, are each engaged 
in interesting occupations, or rechning on their sea- 
chests, in poses which are, to your spirit eyes, more 
or less effective according to their relation to ,the 
cential light. , * 

When at length you eater the forecasts Hudson 
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is dipping his ship’s biscuit into his coffee. He has 
already parted wiyi the soft bread wi^ich the fyoman 
had gii/en hifh, and the man Beady close by is mu'cV 
j^g the last of its ci*ust. # The Norwegian wool-worker 
is jiow between yon and the light, and i> your spirit 
ears arc active, as well as your eyes, you may hear 
him speaking tcf the man* Hudson. You may also 
be attracted^by that groytn of four sitting .on inverted 
buckets, playing bluff*on the little hatch above the 
fore-peak ; swearing good-naturedly ; spitting, as 
it seems, unnecessarily ; and banging their fists down * 
upon the hatch \$ith affected turbulence*. Oi; by 
those two speaking in ^hispers- and i*odding their 
head% who have Just £ut their tobacco and aie rolling 
it in the palms of 1 heir hands slowly and meditatively. 
Or by that old grey-beasd, washing a pair.of blue 
socks with white toes in a bucket. He*is crooning 
some long-forgotten air to himself, and* he spits into 
the Jpuclfot without removing the glay *pipc from his 
mouth. * * 

• * 

There is also a boy, whom •yog, may see, kneeling 
on the deck/ and hammering with an iron belaying- 
pin a piece of folded canvas, inside «of which are 
broken *fieces §f biscuit. • With that belaying-pid 
he i§ prefaring a hash for this evening's supper. The 
grey-beard, washing his sejf-ktiitted :*pcks,’is taking 
a keeft interest in the preparation, for his teeth have 
nearly* all disappeared, and he cannot mupah liard 
’biscuit as easily as he # can chew tobacco* He 

breaks*Jiis crooning at c*ld moments and gives the 
boy short words of direction, such as, “ Hr£*it with 
the round end, sonny ! ” and " Shake it all togeHTer, 
one lump smps^es rmotfcer ” ; and, “*I like it as fine 
as floufc aiyself.” Another man is making a canvas 
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cap ; and one or two have taken to their bunks; where 
they lief smoking and talking. 

seaman eating his late breakfast, Patrick 
Hudson by name, is now replying to a remark by 
Olsen the Scandinavian. It seems that Olsen’s lasc 
ship carried three sky sails. He had just niade a 
statement that only American captains carried on— 
" cracked on/'* as he put it—for British masters were 
no good at all at “ cracking bn ,’5 they were too afraid 
of their rotten gear and old flax sailcloth. It had 
'all been good white cotton canvas in the last ship, 
and good ..Manila rope.~* Olsen had been puffing the 
glories of the"” last ship ” as he worked away at his 
wool mat. - . ° 

“ Tis a pity, Olsen, that you did not sail a second 
trip in such a good ship.. Whatever* brought you 
back into an old limejuicer again ? Or why did you 
not*try one of your own Norway craft ? They feed 
you well in the v m, don’t they’? ’ 

Hudson’s question was a casual one; he was thinking 
of other things as he spoke. It was spoken without 
irony, for the British sailor, even at Hus period, had 
begun to adversely criticize the ships of his own country. 
Such was a sign of a new. race of seamen, C- trade- 
unioned race of seamen, discontented with their Jot, 
the lot of men that had lived a hundred years before 
them. * 

" What brought you into an old limejuicer ggain, 
Olsen"” 

“ Coldn’t get anoder sheep,” says.Olsen, 

" What! not a Norwegian timber craft in the 
Coxtfhiercial Docks ? ” 

” Norway shejp no goot; ■ ’Mericai, sheep bully ; 
goot cook, goot grub—”-* 
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" Good afternoon watqh on deck, eh ? * # 

” Well, I wanj not rnfboch* sleep* 'I’m *’Merican 
citizen; I like ’Merican sheeps; I guess Til joostdhfd 
v anoder in Voit Yackson— Portlan’ Oregon sheep.” 
\Hu dson, who had sailed in one or two American 
ships, smiles as he recalls their methods of government 
by chief mate, b^laying-pin, and an occasional revplver- 
shot. Finding his breakfast he turns to a companion 
and says— • • 

“ Let me have that water when you are done, Bill.” 
Bill had just set about washing a shirt after washing* 
his face and hands ^n a few inches of the same w^ter. 

" Plenty of vatcr ku’lV^rican sheep,” says Olsen. 

" lhave only fne o?ie shirt to \uash,» says Bill. 

After a pause‘while Hudson fills his pipq, says Bill— 

“ Got any sugar left, P»t # ? ” • 

” Aye, half my whack ; do you want any ? ” 

As Bill had only one shirt to wash in the water he 
waists enough Sugar for tfVo days. „ 

“ I can’t cat* pea-$ojip without sugar,” says Bill,, 
explaining. 

” Oh, that 4 s aM right, Bill, fair value ; you can have 
half^f what I’ve got left.” > 

* Wheft*Bill, tl*? quarter-ns aster, asked his shipmate 
whether 4ie had any sugar left* he was suggesting the 
terms of barter. • Bill had, no sugar Jeft because he 
used liis week’s allowance both for coffee^ and pea- 
soup ^(ngt an Uncommon mixture** ii* a fprtcastle). 
Water, on board the \owig Pretewdg^ this morning, 
was no\so scarce as it would have been had she carried 
no emigrants. There was a small donkey-qngine in 
the deck-house amidships, to which a condensing 
apparatus had |>een*fittfd. Everybody put unlimited 
faith in this condenser, and Hudson, who knew how 
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easy it was to obtain a few pints of water 4 from as 
v many emigrants,'pointed odt to bis diipmate the onc- 
sidl\>natmc r of the barter. 

“ You’re cute," says Bill, “.but I’ll own up I can't 
live without*sugar. Last voyage we took in suerv 
at Sourabaya, and, lor ! Pat, we did luxuriate 1 Got 
it through the fore-peak ; slic’d a wooden bulkhead, 
except in the-lower hold, and a plank was loose. We'd 
sugar by the ton ! We was all body with it, and it 
does fatten. I miss my sugar ; 1 don’t make no 

bones about owning up, do I, mat-e ? ” 

“.All right!" says Hudson; “hurry up with that 
shirt." 

In the forecastle of a mcrchani ship like the Young 
Pretender, twenty-live years ago, goods were always 
used for -exchange of values ; money was seldom seen 
except in port, when it disappeared immediately 
ashore. The large steamboats of to-day, floating 
hotels, rapid ferry-boats rather than ships, daily 
reducing the size of an erstwhde large, mysterious, 
and interesting worM, filled with the llunkeydom of 
the restauraru and the fashions of the changing seasons; 
electric-lighted, dectric-ventilated, belled, and steered, 
and yet never clean and never salubrious'.'‘ These 
huge smutted t monsters, with hurry-scurry* 1, passion 
tearing at their (entrails, these, multi]‘lying everywhere, 
are breeding a new race of seamen, less simple in 
thought, 1 less useful in action, less " resourcekil in 
danger. The socialism of the swap is, above all, 
almost unknown among* thebe hott-1 attendants mas¬ 
querading as seamen. In the sailing-ships of twenty 
and thirty years ago this socialism had its advantages, 
for nbt a penny apiece was ever sebn dyrir^ig a voyage. 
Yet there was then an occasional exploiter of <.he barter 
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system.* Men like the Norwegian, Olsen, would have 
two or three do.ien» boxe£ of •matcfyes' stoweM away 
in their chests over aryd above those necessary for 
their own wants. *A b$x of Swedish matches, worth 
a farthing, had been known to purchase a muffler, a 
pair of mits, and even a blanket. A box oj matches 
may be worth «to the owner of a very good blanket 
more than several suck blankets, though he pay ten 
shillings apiece for •them. Necessity often took a 
peculiar pleasure in trading with forethought ; and 
forethought the satisfaction of having benefited 1 
thoughtless necessity, or sudden misfortunt. # 
“Have you any tobgcco ? ”• inquired Bill, wring¬ 
ing .out the shirt ; I lost mine «at bluff last 
night.’ * 

“ Did you bring any acedlcs and thread .with you 
this voyage ? ”^said Hudson * “ I fos^oii all ^about it 
the day 1 shipped.” 

• I got ^oot needle *anc dread,” .said *01scn. 

“ You and ill do 3 . deal tiiis dog-watch,” says Bill.. 
“ If you’ve finished that sln»t J’y wash tins cunarder,” 
says Hudson ; I want a coupte of hours’ sleep this 
forenoon, and there goes two bells 1 • 

" Yes?, I know your sleeps mate, read in’ those rumifty 
botiks \fith a pipe in your kisser. Wonder how you 
can read ’em 1 The one jiou^ent me # l couldn’t make 
nothing of ; is it love, or navigation, or what they 
calls •Sunday* leadin’ ? ^ 

“Oh, a good many*things, Bill»;* # but I picked up 
that cyic I lent v©u on bookstall in tlie East India 
Road. It looked interesting.” 

“ Damn your interestin’ books ! ” says Bill; "~|>ive 
us somethin’ fo nmke#us laugh, an4 I likes a*bit of; 
smut checked in. A man’once lent me a book about 
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a blooming nun ; my word, it was dam funny f How 

_I did laugh, mate.” ' J * * 

^ITudson’s' face grew solemn. “ Boccaccio, or per¬ 
haps Balzac ? Well, 1*11 lend you another. Bill; but 
I’m afraid it won’t make you laugh ” ; and Hudson 
whispered affectedly into Bill’s car, knowing his man, 
and cheapening the bluff with a wink. 

“ Well, I don’t mind trying that. It doesn’t wind 
up with a prayer-meeting, does it ; all Ground a death¬ 
bed, and she clasps his thin white hands and says, 
All is forgiven , darling ! and stuff like that ? They 
always gef so dam good’afore they die. Is there any 
old rag afore you come to thrt part about the gal and 
the kid ? ” * 1 

" By f old rag ’ Bill meant hteraryTnrcumlocution ; 
anything which retarded *ht action of L the story, and 
made Mm Search through whole pages for the little 
speeks of spice to tickle his appetite.” 

” There’s much analysis of character,” said Hudson 

• to himself thoughtfully, ‘hand—oh, there’s a deal of stuff 

you can skip, Billand it’s warm enough in places. 
But there’s religion iii it ; and you doiTt mind religion, 
do you ? ” ‘ ' * 

“ Oh ! it won’t hurt me, I suppose 1 ,” growled Bill, 

" but I c^n do, with b--y little of it, shipmate.” 

Hudson laughed good-naturedly; rather a stock 
laugh it seemed; and took his place at the bucket, 
having 'digested himself of the cunarder he wanted to, 
wash. (Yes, she was right, it was very greasy in .front; 
but in future it should be as white- as snow.)’' 

" I got good soap in my kist,” says Olsen, turning 
round, with his sail needle poised between finger and 

* thumb, as he prepared to thread it frith a ome more blue 
woollen water; the fair hair'on his red arms like golden 
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gosling-down in the light under the little hatch above 
him. Hudson lociked at Kim a few uio'mentsj before 
replying, thinking of otjier things far removed 
soap ; then he says— # 

" Oh ! I shall come to you when we« are running 
our Easting down; 1 shall probably be shott of soap 
and tandstickoi*; too, by that time." 

Olsen wicit on working at his wool ghip, smiling 
complacently ;• and the boy, who had been breaking 
biscuit with the belaying-pin, came across the fore¬ 
castle and 'stood bthind the Scandinavian, with the* 
piece of old canvas bunched in both itis hands. 
Hudson Rooked at thetajy’s red flannel American shirt 
and*the big slieath-lfnife stuck ki his bolt behind, as 
he craned his nhek over Olsen’s shoulder, the seaman 
bending forweprd to the frame upon which t]je canvas 
of the mat stretched. Then Olsen turns sideways a 

• t ^ J 

moment, rind lifts his hook-pot of cold coffee to his 
long flaxen beard. ' . 

Says Olsen, Aook-pot in hand, between his sips of 
coffee," Veil, got nodings to d#, ? You see me make 

vool sheep,*eh* Den you go make voel sheep your¬ 
self/ eh ? You be sailor-man some* day, and^ make 
vool m5t for y«ur lecdle hit of yam, ch ? " # 

I’nPmaking a dry hash, Olsen ; my girl wouldn’t 
say ‘ thank you* for a woo> mat; $he wants curios 
from China. I do hope we’ll take coal or ballast up 
to Shanghai, or some port in India,* when w r e discharge 
these, emigrants." 

"Or 'Frisco, .where you*got that fine red shirt, 
sonny ; wouldn’t that suit you ? " says * Hudson, 
washing his cunarder and looking down at his tjwn 
dungaree trovers.* (Yes, they were«getting tarcy anc^ 
# greasy too. They must b<! washed also this morning.) 
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" I paid three dollars for .the shirt, Pat;' I don't 

want t go to ’Frisco again. ‘And home round the Horn? 

YTo.-thank you, Pat.’' ^ * « 

" Ah/' says the old grey-bearddd seaman, washing. 

his second ptdr of blue socks with white toes, which he 

!„ 

has just .removed from his feet. “ Ah, sonny, you’re 

a fine-weather bird; why* isn’t one «port as good as 

another ? Why don’t you slgp in the salmon like that 

lady of quality and her brother, wliab’s aft ? Hurry 

up with that hash, my son ! ” 

“Hon’t you like hadi, Olsen? ” says the boy, lingering. 

“ Ya ! 1) like ’Merican hash, sonny ; yon no make 

’Merican hash ; you* year ’jV'lerican shirt mit hole in 

elbow, eh ? *” ( „ 

” Have you any red wool, Olsen ? ” f The boy looked 

at the hple. . * 

* 

“ Ya! I got red vool; leedle ; you make leedle dry 
hash for me, and I give you leedle red vool, eh ? You 
got needle, eh ? ” „ ‘ 

, " Oh, I’ve a packet of darning needles, t>lsen.” 

“ Eh ! you show rjie needle ? 

“ You make that <here hash, sonny,” cried the old 
man, washing'. • * 

% But the boy goes to his bvnk and rummages Hi a little 
ditty-box for the needles. 

” Needle’ no goot,” ^ays Olsen, Rooking at them 
in the boy’s hand. 

" Why, { are they* too big, Olsen ? ” 

“ No,” says Olson, working t away as if he was but 
little interested in needle* and red shirts. • 

" Wefl 4 what is the matter with tliem, then ? ” 
‘Y\o goot, too small ; you give me dose needle, I 
*. sew bole in elbtfw mit red vof>l mit n|y .needle, eh ? 
You make me leedle dry h&sh, eh ? ” 
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" All Yight, Olsen; I'll turn in as soon as Fve made 
the hash, and yoi# can darn the hole. I hate Earning. 

I don't want the needles/’ ' * 

Olsen puts thepafeket qf needles into the breast pocket 
of his canvas jacket, and then takes a longer sip at his 
cold coffee. 

c 

Then he goes* on with his wool ship ; and thp boy, 
glad to esqjipe the repairing of his shfrt*, proceeds to 
mix water with the llbscuit and add the scraps of salt 
pork and beef which he and the old man had saved from 
their dinners of th*‘ preceding two days. 

There he, and all of thrift, may work? and. talk, 
and smoke, and some (J them •presently to sleep as 
they did five-ancl-twenty years ago. But*h aving them 
there, I would* have your spirit eyes travel to the 
other cud of «the ship. «Apd in their flight* aft, you 
may see that group of young men t® levwarji of the 
galley, cleaning pannikins and plates—using * the 
sqi^xre lied of a long s]\ir as their scullery table. 

They are unused to»sjich work, and they bandy words 
of mirthful jest ; words of <lw?, English tongue and 
sometimes t>f another and rare*, a tongue that is 
strange to the ears of a deep-water %&ilor, y iou gh 
he havt? sailed «under many a foreign flag. The deck 
beside fbe galley is narrow? and the dgpl-boarded 
additions make it still nasrowf ; an4 the’ young men 
jostfe each other as the vessel rolls in tt|e lessening 
bree*e.. * 

Down liere, in the married quarterly on can hr,ar the 
voices*of little children jTnd trying babes ; the clatter 
of many tin utensils ; the cheerful holloa up \he hatch¬ 
way, and the yell of sudden remonstrance from some 
hoarsc-throat(jl fafrhertor mother. As you hear, you* 
may think of empty cottage*! and broken window-panes, 
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and tumbled rotten thatches. You may think of 
^brethrdn left behind/ with sordidn care husbanding 
disputed and meagre possessions ; of mother** and 
sisters awaiting the promised pittance, of plots and y 
plans, and •hopes, and resolutions ; of resignation, 
peevish submission, or of cheerful acceptance. Many 
arc cpme on deck after their morning epical, and if you 
have a fine imagination and <*en smell as #vell as hear 
and see, you may wonder why s*ome o£ these men and 
women ever stay below at all. That long canvas tube 
with wide wings at its summit, outstretched to the 
breeze, arftl called by seamen a windsail, though it 
carry a strong draught of se<i-air below, cannot blow 
away the constant emanations i'rom a hundred and 
fifty pairs of lungs ; bundles of frowzy clothes, and 
scraps of* mouldy food secreted in every* darker corner. 
One may stakes, one nyiy even die, for want of fresh 
wholesome air, though one be in mid-ocean. You may 
notice that windsail bulging and swaying in the wind ; 
an rough weather it cannot be.hoisted at all, nor the 
little scuttles in the .ship's side be opened. It has al¬ 
ready, the first morning of its use, caused sbme enmity. 
The putdoof ’temperature has not as yet increased 
by many degrees, as it wilt a week or*two lichee, and 
warmth b/dow is desired by the majority. Tftis wind- 
sail brings a co«d stream of air down upon the heads 
of those in the neighbourhood of the hatch. A # very 
young uotnan from the city of Cork—married to a red¬ 
faced* butcher r fhe day before she left Ireland—is 
sitting right below the mouth of this windsail;«and is 
grateful ,that the carpenters in Plymouth numbered 
her Dunk so that it fell to her lot to sleep near this 
draught of fresh^air. Unfortunately, the .woman with 
a baby who has been allotted the bertli below her, 
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loves the warm, confined air ; and she is already 
grumbling at the £old draught. This -foretells Many a 
day of bickering and night ol complaint. ' 

Turning your eyes away from that open hatchway, 
and travelling yet further aft, if you cast them down a 
small grated hatch on the quarter-deck, between the 
capstan and the? pumps, you may catch the flicker of 
girls’ faces t against tli\^ sombre background of their 
coop. Their pTirt of the 'tween-deck begins just here, 
and when a face looks up a foot or two below your own 
eyes, bent towards the grating, it seems like the glimpse 
of a nun of Santa Chiara caught with unveiled.head 
at the bajred wicket 6f ier consent. For a moment 

% , V 

only; for the face will remain, ancPperhaps^bc, joined by 
another and yet' another ; and mouths will speak and 
smile. Safe ifi their coop, .they can afford to banter 
with seaman or, officer, single man or married man 
emigrant.^ As you pass from this glimpse of tjie‘un¬ 
married woTneny quarters, the only-glimpse possible for 
anybody other than themselves, except the matron,, 
the captain, and the doctor—*as you travel aft to the 
saloon, you* wilt hear the high-pitched 'expostulation 
of'tfn ^Iderly voice, the voice of the British matron 
' herself, *who h?is. caught cxie of these girls speaking 
thK)ugh*the little grated hatch. 

Passing aft, yoircan now^descend to the saloon, where, 
if your imagination permit it, you can see it at the time 
»that«Miss Palgrave and the chief fnarte followed the 
doctor and the captain«to breakfast,‘half an hour ago. 

The*captain is -iti an arm-chair, screwed to the deck 
right beneath the swinging barometer fixed to the sky¬ 
light. The chief mate is on his right hand ; the doctor 
on hi^ left.^- |Iiss Palgrave sits nex\ the mate', and*' 
opposite her, next th£ doctor, sits a gentleman 
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whom you have not before scon. This is Mr. Palgrave, 
the brrther of the lady. The ncgr,o & teward, in his shirt- 

' beeves and with bare feet, stands at the door of the berth 

<~ 

nearest the companion ladder^ with his ears expectant of' 
i he captainV. order. His pantry had been appropriated 
by the single women, it having fallen within the region 
cut off with the fore cabin for their^accommodation. 
The two bunks in the berth, behind him, had been fitted 
up as lockers f< >r crockery and table ware: When an order 
came from the arm-chair, lie pattered round the saloon, 
a clean towel on his arm, with which he dusted every 
plate, or Held a hot dish. He had told the second mate 
(who approved of his»decision that he intended opening 
a restaurant in. Melbourne or Adelaide, as soon as he 
had saved enough money to marry a nice white girl. 
This saloon had be^n, as it were, his academy for some 
years, and dts officers his teachers ; but passengers 
were seldom carried aboard the Young Pretender 
(since her East Indiaman days), and the steward,was 

* delighted to have a real lady aj?d gentleman on whom 
he might practise a,s ,'icrestaurant waiter. 

Mr. Palgrrve, whose interest in every form of life 
had been an'Uncertain, almost a negligible quantity 
uuring the preceding week, is watclvug the’coloured 
steward trotting around the saloon, changing vhe plates 
and dishes with elabo:ate> and unnecessary iteration 
of the questions usual at table. 

All except thg captain are sit ting on loiig setters placed 
both «sides of t^p* table ; and these settees have backs 
that can be turned over, toward the.table after meals. 
On the table, arranged between the partitions of the 
fiu"ale or fidly, are dishes of stewed oysters and mashed 
potatoes; broiled bacon and curried .rabbit; hot 
scones, made by the German baker, and warm rolls 
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folded in*a napkin (which Mr. Palgrave dislikes), and 
flaky, white cabin #bi$cuits/ which Mr.~Palgrav( likes 
very much. *He also likes the coffee—fresh roasted 
and grouncf every evening^ by the cook—for the morn¬ 
ing meal. The conversation at table is ii;» great part 
about food and drink. Mr. Palgrave dislikes salt butter, 
and has already tend fault with the cabin tea. Pre¬ 
served or condensed hulk he can tolerate in coffee ; 
but he prefers lemon-juice in his tea, and there are no 
lemons on the ship. Yesterday the steward advised 
some few drops of slvp’s lime juice ; but Mr. Palgrave 
only expressed disgust at the experiment which followed 
the advice. For Mr, Palgrave ha' fine tastes and fine 
feelings, with an appetite sensitive and as- delicate as 
that of a spoiled lliiid. 

“ Good heavens ! ” said Mr. Palgrave every evening 
for a week, as he sipped his tea, “ that water must 
have been boiling all day ! ” If his palate suffered a 
sliocj; at* <;abir* tea, hfis e*yes suffered tortures unex¬ 
plainable at the cabin .crockery. This had the house- 
flag of the London company emblazoned in the centre 
of each saucer ai*d plate, and ori the side*of each cup, 
amLaround the red, white, and blue flag m*is a wreath 
<of roses. * He closed his eye% as he drank the tea, and 
saidL the design was too painfitl to contemplate, and 
that he wished had tajeen* a friend's advice and 

i 

brought his own china with him. His sister had re- 
^mind^l him tfieft there was such a liquid as emigrant’s 
tea, and such table wjirc as tinrued^ iron pots»v.and 
pannikVts, and he*had rtspqndcd, " indeed ? How 
interesting ! " and added that he would make a careful 
study of the people who liked such things when me 
weather improwd. „ . . 

As y©u«se<* them all sitting there this morning, Mr. 
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Palgrave has just discovered that it is not possible 
to lean back in, the settee and at tjie same time bend 
s '^;ver his plate to eat. So he reclines, and carries the 
cup to his clean-shaven lip, and holds his piate in one 
hand while ,he eats, looking across at the chief mate 
with the half-amused, half-disgusted interest of the 
habitually bored. Then he puts tinplate down and 
passes his \yhite hand through - ms long, ^lark brown 
hair, which is beginning to curl, up at his coat collar. 
Miss Palgrave is eating her breakfast with an almost 
voracious appetite, and the Doptor is keeping the 
coloured steward at a steady trot to and from the 
pantry. His'‘ enjoyrpent of st/'wed oysters and po¬ 
tatoes, followed, byjjroiled Yoi'k 1 him, exceeds t that 
of the lady. Presently they begin to converse. 

” I think,” said Mr. Palgrave, ” that, I should have 
less interrupted sleep were I to change my berth for 
one, of those empty ones over there. They are much 
smaller, but that inconvenience would possibly^ be 
balanced by a quieter night.” 

“ What’s the matter now ? ” inquires the Captain. 

“ Oh ! I felt a succession of shocks beneath my bunk. 
I declare I expected to be thrown out of bed more 
oMce.” 

The state rooms are over the counter, of course; 
and when che .wind drops,, after heavy weather, the 
ship rolls a bit; and sometimes she sits down on a 
sea, and gets a slap on—er—ahem ” says Cap¬ 
tain, suddenly checking himself. 

Mr. Palgrave smiles at the Captain, and Mi^s Pal¬ 
grave sitiiles too. 

I was slapped there myself when I was a 
youngster,” say% the Doctor. t ” ^)me .more potatoes, 
steward ! ” 
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" There’s a vacant berth next to the pantry, larger 
than any of the otl|ers,” says the Captain-, “ and that's 
nearer* amidships.' ’ 0 

” ThankS very much ; # and that air pillow of mine, 
Constance ; it does not suit me, and feathers are too 
• soft, and the bdlstcr is too hard. Doctor, what would 
you advise me t^xlo ? 

“ Do witl^mt‘one V^pgether. What dp you‘want 
with a pillow ?• Sleep straight on your back. I do 
First-rate sleep. Steward, some more coffee, please ; 
half milk ! " replies the Doctor, 

“ Yes, sah ! hall milk, sahj coming, sah ! ” says 
the steward. „ , * 

Thp young mrfii sighs pleasantly as if.amused by 
his own delicacy and refinement; and strokes his blue 
shaven face meditatively. ^ 

*' Ships are horribly uncomfortable thing? to'live on ; 
that salt-water bath makes ni- 4 feel qhite sticky all 
day; it Isas if* I were painted all over with megilp. I 
detest all kinds bf stickiness.” 

“ Brace up your constitution* "says the Doctor ; ” it 
doesn’t make me /eel sticky. That condenser is almost 
a hylure, Captain ; it only gives half «,a gallon per 
'emigrant*-for twelve houiV working. They are all 
washing Uiemsclves in salt water, Mr. Palgrave—those 

that wash at all ! ” . 

«* • # 

” Indeed ? I suppose it is preferable to condensed 
watei^, 'JYhat 1 water are we drinking, Captcfin \ 

“ Oh, good Plymouth water out of tjie main ta^s,” 
says tlif Captain. . We shall have fresh water enough 
in the doldrums, and then all hands can have 'a bath. 
Some more ham, Miss Palgrave ? ” ‘ w 

" If you ■pjerae 1 £onae more ham, *ste ward. ,It is 
quite delioious, captain, andd thought sailing-ship fare 
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was little better than workhouse diet before I 'came on 
board, • You see Captain, We have always travelled in 
sfeamboats before ; haven’t w r e, Eustace V ” *■ 

“ Yes, I hate steamboats,” says Eustace ; beastly, 
grimy things and the men on them seem hardly sailors 
at all. That last Mediterranean trip bored me to 
death.” ' 

The skylight'of the cabin wasn't a ised at the fore end, 
and a bird-cage there hung in which a canary fluttered 
about, attempting a bath in his little water trough. The 
sunligfnt sparkled on his wet gold/m back in drops of 
silver. Tire little panes-of coloured glass around the 
skylight threw shafts of blue and red and white light on 
the maple-wood doers of the bonus ’behind the chief 
mate and Miss Palgrave. Eustace Palgrave, with 
indolent eyes, took in the effect, and again sighed 
pleasantly. But, his attention attracted by some 
falling ropes on the deck above, he began again his 
morning lameiitation. ' f 

“ When the crew pull those ropes over my head, 
Mr. Shackley, they all seem to be scraping my face 
with their boots ; tiro deck is so close *o it. I’d rather 
have that crowd of girls parading the poop than that 
strape, scrape, with the ropes all nigldo And what is 
that banging at my head all night ? ” * 

Mr. Shackley the chiif mate, looked at the Captain 
before he laughed. The Captain seemed*amuse r d, so 
Mr, S'hrckley boldly laughed. 

** Why, sir, we must keep the braces taut. Perhaps 
there’s a clew Iron hanging out of a sail in the berth 
next door to yours, and it’s knocking against the bulk¬ 
head. Just tuck it into the bunk, and it won’t bother 
you. We have mo sail locker since we took in emi¬ 
grants, so we are using'some of the saloon, berths 
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instead. * You should haare shipped in a steamer, sir, 
where the screw would sing°you to sleep.*'' • 

" Don’t waste your gentle irony on me, Mr. Shackle^, 
I’m still too weak*to epjoy it/* said Mr. Palgrave, 
with a good-natured smile ; and looking «it his sister, 
he continued, " Constance, # at what hour of 1»he night 
do those confou«* J >d girls come on deck? Or. is it 
morning? #on were -ap there this morning; are 
there any good heads among them ? ” 

The Captain, who had been w T atching the canary, 
and nibbling at a concluding biscuit and butter, shook 
his head. 

“ Yes,” # said Miss Palgr#ve enthusiastically, “ more 
than one, I assure you. But them is one you will like 
extremely, Eustace. As soon as you feel yourself again 
you must make some studies, dear. I shall gcj her to 
sit to you. Her neglige is peculiar/* 

The Captain seemed astonished. 

"JJot fb^t # slatternly red gal, Miss Palgrave! What ? ** 
“How 7 ? Is she red, th'-n? ” inquned Eustace Palgrave 
with some appioach to animadoij. “ That’s encour- 
aging/’ 

' VYes, dear, and the red you like. Ami «?hfch a nwuth ! 
Why, Ro%etti w#uld take a cabas far as Regent's Parft 
to L^r ; and that is equal 'to another going round 
the world to do it.” 

Said Mr. Palgrave thoughtfully, “ I like^a full top 
hp, acd J like ted. What kind of eyqs ha^stoe ? ” 

“ Eyes you never sawjthe like of, Efface ; you*will 
be chaimed with l?er.” * * 

• . 

1 More than the matron will be with you/* # said the 
Captain, laughing ; f< and you’ll make all the othef 
gals jealous’if you d<?n’t«do their pictures. As fo* me, 
I haven’t «se*n a face I like^among the whole crowd. 



50 “ACT OF GOD” 

except o$e they call, er—something like Merry Andrew 
—er- n * '• 

” Miranda Jenkins, a girl jfrom London ; yes, she’s 
a fine-looking girl,” said thf Doctor. “ Black hair. 
Some Neapolitan ices in her, I expect.” 

Eustace Palgrave smiled at the Doctor, and the 
Doctor smiled at Palgrave. 

“ A cross between an Italian waiter and a London 
woman makes a good model, Doctor.” 

“ It is a pity the weather has been so rough, or you 
would have seen them all,” said Mi js Palgrave. ‘' There’s 
a nysterio\\s, regal, r calm, peculiarly handsome, 
brown face from Kerry, wiAh blue-green eyes. Some¬ 
thing Asiatic, something Greek* about her; purely 
Celtic, I suppose. What a pity some girls grow 
moustaches ! And she says * dis ’ and ; dat ’ for ‘ this ’ 
and f that/ ” % She laughed a little spitefully ; but Miss 
Palgrave was of the hairless-faced type herself. The 
hair, fine and glossy, of her own head wes far from 
luxuriant, and it needed a continual course of curling- 
paper to give it a distinction of form. 

The Captain’s eyes smiled as he looked over at the 
thin,-pale, shaven face of Mr. Palgrave, framed wit<L Its 
long straight locks curlingeup at thg: ends. * The Cap¬ 
tain's eyes smiled—that is to say always of Ins smikng ; 
what his mouth was doing under his, bushy beard, grey 
and ,curly L like the traditional St. Peter’s, was con¬ 
jectural.^ Then said the master of the Young Prc'endcr . 
looking at the canary with om; eye, as it were, but past 
it with the other, for the foot of the.cro’jack wjls trem- 
bling in,the wind, either as the helmsman kept the ship 
^too close to it, or as the ship broke off as it flawed 
ahead— * « • 

t 

“ Last voyage, passage out, we had i girl- aboard 
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with hair the colour of that bird of yours, Miss Palgrave. 
—Keep her clean foil! ” Tie roared abruptly*at the 
skylight. ^ , t * 

“ Voyage 7 ore List, sith! ” corrected the steward, 
as he removed the Captain’s plate. * 

“ Aye, voyage before last. Scotch girl she was ; 

my word, she wi& 0 -Wind’s drawing ahca£, Mr. 

Shackley ! ’k * * . 

” Had she white eyebrows ? How horrible ! ” said 

*/ 

Miss Palgrave, who had thin, arching, light brown ones. 

M Oil, I didn’t take stock of her eyebrows, but her 
hair shone like a buttercup. like Scotch*girls; my 
wife is Scotch.” * * . 

“ Clean, tidy, ^leaiFliy girls, 1 lie Scotch—Lowland 
Scotch,” said thfi Doctor ; ” a well-developed variety 
of Homo medikrrancus —(if the Xanthocroic, # or Teu- 
tonic branch.—Steward, some,more rabbit*, please.” 

” Oh, \ think Scotch girls are as ungainly *the 
Irish,” said # Mr. Palgrave, u if you. mean the peasant 
type ; delicacy and refinement of form only come of, 
continual cross breeding, ana tip conditions of city 
life. I dislike robustness of form hnd the vulgarity of 
oh Lous health. But I am always ratlftf susceptible 
to a red ftead of*hair ; 0 I 1 , yes ! so far as a head go<% 

I like a r*£l head on a woman, if she has a wjiite skin. 
The kind of red,.you know, that Titim loved, Con¬ 
stance.” 

m Ht* spoke lari^uidly, and with an *aff£ctatlpn?of sur¬ 
feited experience. # 

“ Afr,” cried his lister,wijit until you see some of 
them l ” 

" Were you ever in Ireland, Mr. Palgrave ? ” saiCT 
the chief rriaAe. “ 1 have seen red hends in the north 
that you mi^ht approve of. 4 
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Mr. Palgrave laughed goocknaturedly. 

, “ Thanks, Mr* Shackley ;* another prick. No, I was 

never interested in Ireland.” , 

“ But I suppose you have been tS Scotland ? There 
are many red-headed girls there, Mr. .Palgrave.” 

“No, indeed ; I like places, you know, where the 
sun shines,” replied the young mao*-pipping at a piece 
of ham with his knife. * k 

“You must not take my bt other Too seriously,” 
said his sister to all. " He likes everything that is 
beautiful. He worships the beautiful. He is an artist 
firsthand a human being next.” 

“ We are all animals firsiy” said the Doctor, “ mere 
animals.” ** n 

“ That Scotch girl,” stolidly ..repeated the Captain, 
“ had Mir that shone like' a buttercup. She came 
from Invertic^. She was Highland Scotch, like my 
wife.” 

* ** 

He looked at the Doctor aggressively. , > 

" Fine place, Inverness,” said the Doctor agreeably. 
“ Steward, some more curried rabbit, not much rice, 
please. Tliis^is like the curry we usVd to get in the 
Royal Navy/" 

" Yes, sah, jes’ same ; aaot much lice, safi. Moah 
coffee, sah ? ” 

Mr. Palgrave looked dt the Doctors plate curiously, 
and sighed again. Then he told the steward to remove 
his plafe, and to give him a piece of dfy toast. ~ 
<rV There cannot be much sun in Inverness,” he said 
to the .Doctor, “ or they would nol -have needed that 
useful cape of theirs. The only city that I should care 
fo reside in, if I were compelled to stay in one place, is 
Rome. The sub shines there; any way.” 
lit You said it was the only place on earth where you 
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never felt the time drag, and yet you did n<at touch a 
brush or pencil th£ whole six months stayed*there,” 
said his sistet. "'You shall start work to-day, Eustace ; 
you shall make a ^peneij study of that girl’s head, if 
she will sit to you on the poop. And I^liall get Mr. 
Shackley to fix something to keep the wind off you. 
And, Eustace, : —there is another fine hea$ you 
would like# a ‘man, a sailor, er—woftld you object. 
Captain ? ” • • 

Object to whai. Miss Palgrave ? ” inquired the 
Master. “ Keep—her—full! ” he roared again at the 
skylight, for the man at the *whcel to heai^ . 

“ That my brother «ho#ld maJkc a sketch of one of 
you* crew (he is aV/able seaman, I-suppose), if you 
would allow hiiti to remain on the poop ? " 

The Captain looked steadfastly at Miss Pajgrave. 
Captain Jessup had navigated a few "shipjpads of 
emigrants to Australia and New Zealand, but saloon 
passenger^ were a novel' experience. *He had never 
carried them l?eforc. in any ship he had sailed in, 
either as officer or master. A doctor had been his 
only companion»n the saloon besides the ship’s officers ; 
a' d a lady at the cabin table kept his mixfd’in an*measy 
state, tiding tc* think of polite conventionalities tli&t 
he Jiad never seriously considered before. . 

I can object tp nothing yos ask met Miss Palgrave ; 
pray,* who is the man ? ” 

9 Bwt Miss Palgrave was now spealcin^ to hpr brother. 

“ He has those peculiar grey-bia^ eyes, wifi* all 
the slumbering fin» of the'old ^sea-rover in tlieir depths. 
His head is carried nobly like a Vandyck cavalier— 
like a refined buccaneer ; what I imagine such woufd 
be like. And he has «sucli a throaty so interesting ; 
wait till him, Eustace; I am sure you will 
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tell me to rush for your pochard box, so that you can 
dab hirn in.” 1 < v _ 

The Captain attempted to look interested, tnough 
he was longing to go on deck and see how much the 
ship had broken off her late course., 

Eustace only stroked his chin and yawned; he under¬ 
stood^ his sister’s point of view bfr-aii.—her likes and 
her dislikes; The male had fong since * finished his 
breakfast, and the Doctor alone was eating still. 

” Urn, we seem to have picked up a gem this trip, 
Mr. Shackley. Do you know this buccaneer hand 
at all ? ” ‘ , 

" A fellow called Fat, 1 tvJnk.Miss, Palgrave means. 

He was working alolt on the mizen, was he not,* this 

morning ? ” , 

" He-was doing something with tarry string on one 

of those pbies/up ther€, certainly; .and is his name 

Pal ?* That i,s an Irish name,, but he does not seem 

* 

very Irish in appearance or mannep , - « 

“ Is that the man Hudson that we shipped in 
Antwerp when we discharged the wheat from ’Frisco, 
Mr. Shackley ? ” 

Yes, sir.’’ ' , " ' 

He seems a wcll-behatcd man ; Ue stayed by the 
ship in London. I’d rather have Dutchmeh, though. 
But they were‘{incomrrion Scarce imLondon this time. 
You .can handle a Dutchman easier tlym you can a 
Britisher-and they don’t drink so mucfi in port. * Isn’t 
it S3, Mr. Shacft&cy ? ” 

” You are right, sir p I like Dutchmen befbrc the 
mast. But Miss Palgrave was referring to .the outward 
beauty of the man, I believe.” 

Thfe chief incite looked cdnscious pi • having said 
something out of the common; andj MieVe was 
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something in his poice .that seemed to be “ taking 
soundings.” 

" Well, mf dear young^lady,” said the Master, " yc^i 
can have him on lilt? poop as much as you like—that is 
—in his watch below, and in fine weather, of course. 

• But I advise you to keep on good terms # with the 
matron.” * . 

” Or witV me," said the Doctor, sonjewhat pom¬ 
pously. “ I’m* responsible for the state of the girls’ 
hearts. Against the regulations of the Emigration 
Office, Miss Palgrave. No male animals allowed— 
natural selection prohibited in*this particular.” 

" Oh, thank ^ on, •Carvtain,” # said Miss Palgrave, 
somewhat effusive] y7 T ‘ “ He weaiji a furious canvas— 
canvas-” • 

“ Cunarder,*tliat’s whaj it’s called, Miss Palgrave,” 
said the chief mate. ” Stole the canvas oul of the 
last ship’s sail-locker, I don’t doubt.” 

He looked at the lady with twinkling eyes, pushing 
out his unshaven chin in a knowing way, but Miss 
Palgrave did not appear shocked. 

" But, as yon-say, he has a gc*od head,” he added 
Lf Ho^etically. • • • % 

” Ho\f*, good#? ” inquh$d Mr. Palgrave, who was 
listening •half amused and haft" bored. “ What do you 
think good points in a kead* Mr. Sl^ackley ? ” 

H£re the chief mate felt checked. He had a breezy 
^contempt for physical beauty ; so lie affected* tb mis¬ 
understand the question. 

” The man Pa> has a* good heau lor seamanship. 
Our new wire tow-rope carried away in the Channel— 
towing down to Plymouth against that head wind-"* 
and the way he put in. a splice would have don£ your 
eyes good |o ftok at. Yes', he’s smart at sailorizing, 
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is that Pat; and he’s a passed second matej I'm told 
by thq bbs’n.” t • 4 t 

, Mr. Palgrave had lost interest in th& explanation 
before the mate had half got through with it, so he 
turned to the Captain, who was uneasily watching 
the Doctor’s plate, and said— 

" When do you expect to cross the Equator, Cap¬ 
tain ? ” . c ^ ‘ « 

“ Oh, I couldn’t say,” replied the Master ; "it 
depends on the trades, when we get them. May pick 
’em up in a week or so.” Th/? Captain put both 
hands on the arms of his chair, as if he wished to rise 
from* the table. " JPerhajjs we’ll cross the line in 
thirty days, perhaps twenty, hheh there’s the, dol¬ 
drums, you know. Do you find the weather getting 
warmer ? ” „ v 

" A Tittle; 4 that's why I inquired. I long for 
tropical sunshine, ever since I stayed at Alexandria 
for a winter season. Grey skies and mist give me the 
horrors. Give me sunlight, especially on flesh. Just 
look at that ray on M.. Shackley’s face, Constance. 
And there’s such a strong patch of bhie on your own 
from that coloured glass in the skylight. It’s lik~- a 
huge birth-mark.” ,, * 

Constance Palgrave moved her head quickly, „for 
the Doctor was'looking aerq^s through his gold-rimmed 
spectacles, 

“ Why do they put that horrid coloured glass*on a 
shij? f ? ” she s^ich. “I thought Victorian taste for 
such decoration halted at staircase^ windows and con¬ 
servatories.” 

" Why, I think they're handsome,” said the Master; 
” pretty little windows. One of them . got broken 
last voyage when we po6ped a heav^ sea.*. A great 
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pity ; add I had t| get 1,he carpenter to put in a pane 
of white glass thcrejie got by scraping the mercury 
off ai* old nfirror. It spoils the pattern, but it was 
the best wS could do. I suppose you don’t like stained 
glass, Doctor ? ” * 4 

The Doctor was apparently eating his last jnouthful 
as he cheerfullyye plied— * 

“ Like it #n cllurclies, Captain ; and we. had prayers 
here last Sunday, so ife suitable, I suppose. Steward ! 
cut me another slice of bread-and-butter, please. 
We used to get very good butter in the Royal 
Navy.” 

Mr. Palgrave sighed aqjjibly, ;md the Captain half 
rose Jin his chair* * m # , 

“Yes, sah! *vay good bed-and-buttah! Ryal 
Navy.—Tin or*tick, sah ? ” said the steward imperturb¬ 
ably. 

There was silence as the Doctor ate the slice of 
bre^d-aifd-buLer, and' dcank the .last*of his coffee, 
and then the Captain half rose again, looking at the, 
saloon clock, which all noticing, there was a general 
departure from the table. 

mmL' It’s past nine ! We’ll make our# forenoon*round 
of the* ¥ween-cieck, Doctor, now that you’re quite 
really,” #aid Captain Jessup*. “ Mr, Shackley, I’ll 
take the sun about ten^o’clcck, if $ r oull take the 
chronometer time.” 

The chief mute then went on deck to Relieve his 
subordinate, who presently descend^ with the *Krd 
mate Vo partake of what the ship’s surgeon had left 
them of the cabin breakfast, Mr. Palgrave went to 
his state room to look for his sketch-book aftd a soft 
lead pencil;. and the Doctor and the Captain want on. 
their daity rodhd of inspection of the 'tween-decks; 



“ACT OF GOD” 


5 ^ 

the Captain testy and captions, tlw Doctor urbane and 
self-satisfied. % * # ^ 

* Miss Palgrave, who had bidden thb two * junior 
officers “ good morning,” and added a few cheerful 
words abouf the pleasant weather that had succeeded 
the late .gales, dawdled behind in her *own berth until 
they, had finished their hasty m^al and left the 
saloon. . ‘ 

Then she re-entered the saloon, and climbed up on 
the table to feed the canary in its cage. She put fresh 
seedfin its little box, and fresh .water in the trough, 
and,, a sifiall piece of*-sugar between the gilt bars. 
Then she held seeds* in ho**lip* close to the bars, and 
the canary pecked them away/' * * * 

“ You pretty dear ; you sweet*; you darling; 
won’t you sing for me now, ? ” she cried. 

” Where«dici you paqk that box of B.B.’s ? ” called 
out Mr. Palgrave from his state room. 

“ Along with the fixative and fusains, ip the ^mall 
valise,” she replied.—” You dear ;you pet; you 
sweet ; kiss me, then ! ” 

Then she, f standifig high on the saioon'table, looked 
forward pastkhe mizen-mast, past the main shrouds to 
the distant fore-rigging. A man was*slowly*«iscending 
the ratlins without ha*t or jacket, with a*thin ford 
like a chest-ladling in kis hind. TJien he halted half¬ 
-way up and drew up some wet body-linen, and hauled 
the cot'd tight across from the adjacenf mast- «. 

<*T?he clothing fc kkw out in tlje breeze, and one article 
of it was a canvas cunardeV. Ho* looked down from 
the ratlin, carrying on a conversation with a group 
of young men below him. 

It .was the souman Patrick JHhiflson. 

Miss Palgrave stood*on tiptoe, find, grafted her 
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neck, as the man c|me down a few ratlins, ajid again 
halted, busy at his task of securing the line. * 

“ Eustace, f dear! Qqjck! come here; here ic 
my gentle buccaneer l # Come quickly. Is he not 
fine ? ” 

Mr. Palgravc came, gru/nbling about his. pencils, 
and climbed up Reside her. 

" Humph * You must have good ey f es f Constance. 
Is that lie ? I # can mfike nothing of his head at this 
distance. You seem in love with it. Man seems well 
proportioned, though.” And Mr. Palgrave descended 
from the table, and went a ltd continued Iiis search 
for his B.B. pencils. 1 

“ Q ma charniantc / Iscoutc id ! *1 sang Miss Palgrave 
irrelevantly, as lifLppy as a healthy cliild. , 

The canary burst into sadden song. M 

,f You sweet ^darling,” cri^d Consignee Palgrave 
rapturously ; “ sing, my pet! *' 

Bat she J^epL her gaze fixed on tke man in the fore¬ 
rigging, and dief not look at the bird again until the 
man had descended below her line of sight. 

Then she put cf grain of seed in her Upland the bird 
s^ppe<J its song to peck at it. 

* She g« dow* from the table and went to IkS" 
brother’s toom to assist him m finding his sketching 
materials, singing, softly herself. She soon found 
the pencils for her brother, who had # the berth littered 
^with^every artitlc of clothing from the wrojig»valisc ; 
but as she gave then\ to him a *$^dden thought 
came 4o her mind. Sl*e looked unconcernedly at 
a pen-drawjng of herself hanging on the bulkhead 
close by, and said, with her back turneef to hei 
brother— 

" But supposing he won't* sit to you, Eustace ? ” 
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" Well,” said Eustace, ” it's a patter of indifference 
to ma” 

- "And to me," said his sister; ” biffc he has such 

a fine head—I am in love with it, Eustace ! And so 

0 

will you be 4 dear I ” she added hastily. 



CHAPTER III 


O F the t\fo classes into which merchant seamen may 
be broadly divided—those who are sailors born, 
and those whose inclinations have taken them to sea 
in search of adventure, or to escape from surroundings 
they abhor, and afterwards put sue a sea life 'oy reason 
of the difijculty in finding more congenial employ¬ 
ment*—to the latter belonged the seaman named 
Patrick Hudson, ■’the man that had attracted both 
Miss Palgrave ahd the young, woman with the red hair 
and slatternly garments—Joarvia D’Arey. * 

Patrick^ Hudson had been born a posthumous phfld 
at D*lphin\ Bhrn, at that time an. unspoiled suburb 
^ of Dublin. His father had been English, his mother 
Irish. At the age of five he* had been brought to 
England and* educated there. A ^car before that in 
hp shipped as “ boy ” before the* nta^t in fcn old 
tub bountT to th# JA 7 est Indies for sugar, he had wort 
a scholarsffip at Oxford, and coincidenfly liejiad lost 
his mother. Domestic &straijit suddenly ceasing, 

his latent desires broke forth, and he had left home 

• • * * 

£ithe* tlian plod through a university career, wstn the 
prospept of B.A. and perhaps the* s^iiy black c^at 
and immemorial taft hat of ai^ usher as the reward of 
his toil. 

Five years after he had left his mother's Viouse— 
to which his* married aunt £his mother's sister)* had 
succeeded^he ffad lound himself second mate of a 
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Portland-Oregon ship, aboard which men were triced 
up bye tlie thumbs to the •rigging, and the chief mate 
practised with a revolver, not only at ^ bottle hung 
by his orders t'o the jibboom, but occasionally at an 
able seaman. This mate disappeared one stormy 
night o£f Cape Horn ; and at San Pedro, California, 
Hudson left the ship and* tried a spjpll ashore at Los 
Angeles. IJediad passed his second'maVfs examina¬ 
tion—an easy task for such a& he—that he might be 
able to choose either quarter-deck or forecastle, as it 
pleased him. So in a short linn* he w r as found at sea 
again as # an officer in*a British # sliip bound to San 
Francisco ; then aslpre, 'jumping ” cargo at Vallejo; 
then to the Squth # Seas as 1x*V 6f a tliree-njasted 
schooner ; _ and so on, in quite the •orthodox manner 
of the rover ; from Newfoundland to New Zealand, 
and from .Iqqique to, fCuching— his training and 
credentials as # a seaman opening the door when his 
confinement *asho,re grew * oppressive-*-his Tduc % ition 
useful to him when he abandoned his £hip and accepted 
a clerkship in a waterside warehouse, which clerkship 
would be rapidly exchanged for moa? robust and con¬ 
genial employ inent as a wharf-labourer, or as an inland 
tramp seeking another slipping por^ a hundred miles 
distant. Once, in the* island of Java, he kad pqsscd 
a few weeks ip jail, rathe® than sail in a ship whose 
articles he had signed in a moment of impulse. He 
had'b^en* ultimately taken aboard in iron rf s —* there 
being no othej- ,white men available—and compelleS 
to sail in her with some twenty or thirty unspent 
Mexican dollars in his pocket. However, as the 
•‘homewlrd-bound British ship was compelled to call 
at tjie Cape fpr fresh water, Hudson, managed to 
smuggle himself ashore 6ne nighl, aifd exchanged his 
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dollars for English shillings. The ship sailed without 
him—quite an ordinary occurrence f<*r- men pf his 
adventurous and fickle class ; and Hudson felt sorry* 
because that ship in which he had refused to sail and 
had been imprisoned for refusing to sail in, had proved 
.to be the best British ship in which he hacf evgr signed 
articles. At length he had found himself in Antwerp, 
and there joined the Young Pretender. • . 

The chief points in which Hudson differed from the 
majority of his class were not in his birth and veneer 
of culture (his father had been of good breeding and 
some rank in life, his mother ail intelligent school 
governess), for many.of these # seaman # adventurers 
are eycn ot*better # Du ch’and much fyighgr breeding than 
he was, but in his* independence and his love of books. 
The first was nainly due to a small income derived 
from a little household property in the pity of Dublin, 
which, since he had readied me age <*f twenty-one, 
had po.en paid him by'a land ageyt. A remittance 
of about £ 15 —tfte amount varied according to taxes 
and other deductions—reached him in the various 
parts of the* world, as nearly quarterly as possible, 
wherever lie found himself, and chyse» <0 discover 
himselfV*the land agent in # Dublin. This remittance 
wa^often accompanied with a letter stating that should 
the recipient be willing to pipitslizc his yico’mtf, that is, 
to selMiis property at its very poor value, the said land 
agent knew of*s©mcbody who would be kincf^nou&h to 
relieve Hudson of such a bad investm^ijt, which might 
have b$en a very g©od one in liis father's time, and so 
on, and so forth, in the typical agent's style, an 

agent has handled property long enough to tovet it 
for himself: . Hudson knew life fairly well, bigt he 
knew nptlpng alSOut nouse pibperty, and he had never 
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been to Dublin ; but sometimes h j had been tempted 
to seM his lrt>le estate and enjoy one glorious cele- 
tbration of the event, by giving free entcrtaimficnt to 
every seaman in port in the dutches of the crimps. 
The £15 when it arrived kept him in as many days’ 
luxurious idleness sometimes ; for, if the humour 
took him, he went to the best hotel irtlie foreign port. 
At other times the money had gone to relieve the 
necessities of a quondam shipmate, and perhaps (at 
the time) fellow wharf-labourer. He would cash the 
letter of credit, and then, afte? relieving necessity, 
for a few days the twu men would revel, and gratify 
their loosened desires, tho^e veiling ending in the bunk 
of a ship’s forecastle, with a clanking windlas* and 
ascending cable to bring them both back again to 
serious life. * 

As lor the second point of difference—his love of 
books—Hudson, when aboard a ship, said that the 
only way to escape from his prison was’ to “ read him¬ 
self out of it.” He therefore often took books to sea 
with him—novels, travels, anything that had attracted 
his hasty glance ashore, usually on the day of the ship's 
departure. ' Above all, bis poetical temperament 
(that of the true rover) found pier sure ii? f books of 
verse, which are the scorn of the orthodox seaman 
born to his professions and' jealous of the tradition 
of the forecastle, which only suffers the broad-sheet 
of music-hall ballads and sentimental songs:'* He 
lotted the boofts* he bought as much as his mother, 
the high-school teacher, liari those.her husband had 
left her, but for quite a‘different reason: she for their 
♦unquestioned authority, the love of the female pedant; 
her §on because he loved to find all the points of 
difference he could between his bwn ^experiences and 
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those narrated, ar i especially between the poets" 
outlook on l^e and»liis own—that of # the mall who 
was tfying to live his o # wn poetry in preference t<* 
writing it. He, who ha$ known the comfort of the 
sheltered side of a shed on a wliarf, whe;i night had 
-fallen upon him after a Jabgurless day, and found him 
without the morwy to procure a bed; who bad thanked 
God for a dr% sandy hollow on a deserted beach, when 
the South Sea fhissionary had turned from him as a 
pariah—as one who would demoralize his Kanaka 
converts, and therefore to be refused shelter—had not 
degenerated into an utter losrt. He siiy valued his 

conscience, it seemed, and 'tiad certainly taken some 

• • * 

trouble to preserve it, or Patrick Hudson had not been 
called such tilings as “ the spawn of a sky pilot," 
and as one who had “turned in, all standing^ with 
an angel," and so forth, behind his Irjck*, when his 
ways had not been exactly the ways of his ship¬ 
mate*. 


Such, as briefly as possible, is the “ able-bodied 


seaman " of whom Miss Palgrave, tjie saloon passenger, 
had said " his head is carried nobly, likg a Vandyck 


c^,/alier 4 " and whose head the chief rfiate* considered 
v good fOceania iship " at .least. His head, as w r cll 


as & can &e seen, this evening following ;tli<* saloon 
discussion about him—for \hc smoke in*tlie forecastle 


this first night-watch is very dense—liis # hea<J is 
carried with something approaching vanity, ad¬ 
dition to that habitual dignity whfc\lhad attracted 
Miss Pulgrave. Hs had * received, while sweeping 
down the forward decks in the previous dog-watch, 
a note from the lady, delivered by the coloured Aeward 
with a knowing grin on his overhanging*grey blubtoery 
lips. He bad r^liecj to the" note immediately and 


F 



“‘ACT GF GOD” 


66 

verbally that he would be pleased to respond more 
fully in the* “norning—and in -writing*—if the lady 
would kindly give him so Jong 1o consider her inquest. 
The request had been for him to sit for his portrait to 
her brother. In the noisy, smoky forecastle he sat 
on his chest, smoking himself, and twirling his brown 
moustache, self-satisfied and conscious tliat lie liad 
acted with a dignity tliat had separated himself from 
the usual type of seaman in th< eyes of Miss Pal grave. 
And yet, as he sat there, heedless of the hubbub 
around him, it was not of the saloon passengers, 
sister or Brother, tliat he mostly thought ; but of the 
full-lipped girl with the - A hick j unkempt red hair and 
the untidy dress. The moment he thought of Miss 
Pal grave the image of the young’ Irishwoman rose 
between them, and made it not only possible, but 
very 3esirable, that he should have his portrait painted 
bj Mr. Pulgfave, on the poop, in the coming fine 
weather and steady trade-winds. I f Ie stroked his 
moustache, and shifted his pipe from one side of his 
mouth to the other, and considered the form of his 
note in reply to Miss Palgrave. Should it be in the 
first or in lire third person ? He must show that h. 
'was a gentleman, and understood Aese conventional 
trifles ; he would begin : “ Mr. Patrick Hudson .pre¬ 
sents his compliments-’’ No. " Mr. Hudson has 

great pleasure in complying-” No; she had 

begun quite informally ; her two-pisge not,? b'gan : 
" Dear morning acquaintance ! ” Well, he would 
reply : “ Dear Madam Importunate ! ” and then his 
compliance would seem the more gracious, of course. 
No, thdt was too familiar ; he would commence just 
f< Dear Madam, I am in receipt, etc., ctc.‘* He must 
show his good breeding by refusing taken advantage 
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of an unconventioi al mood that might be changed for 
one of the strictest propriety to-morrofr. * 

He'answered his companions cheerfully, but at first 
monosyllabically, when .they spoke to him, inviting 
him to play bluff or euchre, or chaffing hyn about his 
spotless cunarder and his.dungaree trousers, which, 
now dried, he k*ad donned again. But, the missive 
planned, he •presently joined in the general confabula¬ 
tion, and made*one more voice to swell its volume. 

Young men—emigrants from the forward Tween- 
deck below—leaned *»vcr the windlass that separated 
them from the forecastle, arid listened Jo the noise 
within it. # The lyajorjiy < Athena but dimly compre¬ 
hended the cosmopolitan humour, <he blague, the 
suggestive seafafing allusions, the loose quibbles ; 
for they were mostly young men, and fresh from 
Munster hills, from the Connemara sfcn-ftoard, from 
the Meatji pastures, from the turf-bog, the limestone 
quarry, th^ mountain sheep-nirr; ruddy-cheeked 
and large of bone, the strong men of the family, and 
only excelled in physique probaljy by tliose of their 
relatives whom t/iey had loft behind, recruits in the 
native constabulary that had ejected some of them 
from the*Fand T their fathers. A few were from 
Dublin, Gdlway, and Kilkenny, and other JrisJi cities ; 
those from Dublin alone tlistitfguishabte from the re¬ 
mainder to at^y casual eye, who ha<J as ye| taktyi no 
l^d*to the varieties of accent on their tonguc% ; for 
(excepting Belfast, from,,whence ndn&*had come) tile 
other cities had contributed as fine young mcyi, and 
many finer,. than the mountain and the bog. The 
smaller, rather effeminate, and sickly youAg men 
from Dublin* were perhaps not alonerin catching at 
the meaning of*soh,e of the seamen's irresponsible 
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talk about women of the town, <uid other women 
seemirfgly litt'ft better than they (abo|t whom the 
bailor romances with as muQh care of the JLrutli as of 
his money the first night ashore), blit they were ex¬ 
ceptional in*exhibiting amusement at jt. 

Others crowded together, at the windlass, somewhat 
disgusted at the obscene epithets of* plain meaning, 
but all visibly delighted at their introduction into 
a world so strange to them. * An oath they could 
understand and smile at; for what oath is so humorous 
as ji original forecastle one, afitf what nation has 
such* a tradition of cifrsing as that, of these Irish ? 
What curse like to an^rishj enrsy— playful as a 
sunbeam or as ‘withering as the blast of a furnace ? 
And, by the same' token, what endearments of love, 
wha + ^ntiments of dovotioir, like to th6se these young 
m$n had plant'd deep hi their souls j But obscenity 
they*mostly knew nothing of; and a jesf lost its 
savour, or an epithet its force, when it sirred t# tlie 
surface of their minds tfie mud that lies, thin or thick, 
in the deeps of all lien’s. 

vSome of the watch below were Sitting in the top 
bunks* with* their bare legs dangling against the side 
boards. Others were cutting up t/^acco, Sr playing 
cards, ai usual, under the smoky flame of*the coffee¬ 
pot shaped ftimp reediin^ of fish-oil — the Young 
Prctandcr\ forecastle illuminant. Fis^-oil was one 
of the*indications of a well-found ship of the ptsicvj ; 
pork-slush thal»bf*a ship wh©se economical owners or 
captain were enamoured of the tvord “ substitute/’ 
and all that such a word could be made to mean, 
when i # t suited their pockets. Under this fish-oil 
lamp, with it<£ spluttering (lame and sooty canopy 
(an old tin plate, the latter, whifh sfiook & shower of 
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smuts down upon the caj-d-players whenever.the head 
of a seaman,! lighting his pipe at the flame, knocked 
against it), two or three of the emigrants, who ha4 
struck acquaintanceship with the seamen, sat playing 
cards with their companions, their hosts. 

One was Olsen's guest j because Olsen Jhad dis¬ 
covered that hejlad brought a pound or more of black 
Irish twist tobacco to sea with him ; ’and Olsen had 
been known to «express a partiality for shore tobacco, 
especially when it was twist tobacco from Ireland. 
As usual, his partiality had been expressed in ’terms 
of depreciation, 

" You haf no madek ? tarydslick ? vot you do 
for Tjiadch*? dol uwist no goot ^pr smoke, goot for 
chew b’raps. H*w' moodch dwist you gif for box of 
tandstiekor, vd? Y r ou blay mit sailorman ad 
bluff mid der cart midoudt .sheep tobacco ; sheep 
tobacco slioost dwice so goot a- dwi^t ; dose sailojrnen 
no hjay lor^dvist,” etc. *But the .emigrant had dis¬ 
covered that th$ sailormen would play for anything, 
though they certainly preferred small “ sticks ” or 
plugs of shipdoba'xo or larger p>lug£, cut into “ antics ” 

• "f about tw r o ounces in weight. The* gfiftie of bluff, 
-in progre*.^tliis rjglit, was % very noisy one; the meft 
striking tWur li^ts down upon the hollow Ijatch of 
the forepeak with piuch efhotion when they succeeded 
in winning, or in sudden admiration at an adversary’s 
equqily successful imposture and ’audacity—secrets 
oTsuccess in such a game. 

Justlbeside Hudson, as he sat on a sea-chest smoking, 
and talking across the deck, and right and left to his 
companions/an old greasy canvas curtain sking on 
a piece of span-yarn rove through thew cyelet-hol^s of 
what Imd ,bcen H to psail reef-band hung down, and 
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at sudden moments was thrown aside, making Hudson 

as swiftly movl his head to avoid*a bullet, Then the 

curtain would be drawn along the spun-varn ‘again, 

after its owner—^the boatswain’s mate, an able seaman 

with an extra five shillings a month pay—had resumed 

his position of horizontality, disturbed by his action 

in protest against the hubbub at the'/ore-peak hatch. 

Sometimes, as lie lay there, he peeped roi'.nd the edge 

of the canvas at his head, and tin flukeung, spluttering 

light played upon a little cocoanut-shaped head, with 

a ^vering of crisp grey hair, and the ascetic face of 
* * a 
a medieval martyr annoyed at his reincarnation in 

the nineteenth-century ffccecasile of a British East- 

Jfc v' J 

lndiaman chartered,, to carry Irish emigrants to^New 
Holland. 


Sometimes he grovvlcd ip a very audible bass voice, 
the depth oi which, issuing from the little tight horny 
moutji, had a surprising effect upon him who listened 
to it for the first time. The heavy sound pf the voice 
quite eliminated all weight that the words themselves 
were intended by their speaker to bear. One only 
heard and wqndered, not heeded. Here, in this fore¬ 
castle, *the rhAi,*accustomed to the boatswain’s mat<»; 
ifierely laughed when he grQwled, cursed, an&h>imiiificd. 

“ Arc^ou men going to turn in this watefo, or ain't 
you ? It'll be*four belte afefre you’re done, and curse 


me if I can get a wink of-sleep with all your b- 

jibbei-yabfoor like a lot of-” Whkli simije oA.tJje 

-boatswain’s matt'-^-scarcely Rearing repetition—only 
increased the uproar. 

Cries of “ Good iron ! * “ Hit ’em agon 1 ” and " Give 
ole Ton* a bit! ” obscure in meaning to all except the 


Which simije oil,the 


seamen of the period—for seamen have their periodical 
verbalistic fashions—resounded i|ndt!f the 4ow deck. 
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Hudson himself presently joined in the game^ of cards 
(now change^ for that other forecastle favourite, 
euchre*), and became as noisy as the rest. Then aij 
ordinary seaman about twenty years' of age, named 
Horatio Beady, with hair flattened down on his fore¬ 
head, and wearihg no cap, came below amfrthjrcw him¬ 
self affectedly ^knvn upon the sea-chest vacated by 
Hudson. If was his own sea-chest, and. the bottom 
bunk behind it was hie own bunk ; so he reclined, half 
on the chest and half in the bunk, looking up at the 
smoke-begrimed be;uns over the card-players, •apos¬ 
trophizing the invisible cauttf of his mdbd. In a 
moment the curtain of tH§ bunk above had *been 
pusljfd out and the little round h^ad.of the medieval 
martyr poised itself on its skinny neck above him. 

“ Wimmcn * What, agen ? What did I tell yer ? 
Get into yer bunk, and snoc^e, g— —.yer ! ‘ Isaid 

the martyr. * * ' 

Byt the ordinary seaman with .the flattened fore¬ 
lock went on apostrophizing and sighing. 

“ Aye ! Aye ! Woman ! woman ! ah ! lovely 
woman ! ” 

; The boatswain's mate knew that Beadf's apostrophe 
was semi^fonic;*! and seny-sentimental, for he had 
known Beady when serving as boy the voyage before 
in the Young Pretender (fliey .were the, only two who 
had sailed with Captain Jessup before, it seemed). 
Thru bos'n’s incite was supposed to be tljer<ifore a 
kmd of guardian to the younger man, who was Im* 
half tbe ago of the#elder' Horatio Beady had been a 
butcher’s boy before he had Shipped as a ship’s boy 
three years‘before, and that may have been,why he 
had his hair, flattened down and sekipm wore a cap, 
even iij tbiC coldfst |veather. * 
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“ What, Beady, another galV ” almost simul¬ 
taneously cric%d Bill the quartcr-maste^, and a man 
called Cardiff Price, in the other watch and supposed 
to be on deck,* and another called Sydney Bob, an 
able seaman who had begun life as an infant larrikin 
on the wharves of Darling harbour, m the port that 
gave him his sobriquet. 

The bos’n’s* mate threw out the gthasy canvas 

above them and shouted— 

B—es, I says, b—es ! whole pack of jackals ! 

Turn an, I toll yer ! What’s a \yoman but a b-y 

machine f<tr-? And the quality gal in the saloon 

is worse nor Amy of yin. «.J)on’t 1 know a-when 

1 see one! Turn in, g— 'd— #4 yer; why don’t 
» > 

yer f 

“ Ah ! ” sighed Beady, taking no heed of anybody, 
and*7~i onou,nciqg some of his words like the woman 
from whom Hudson had received the piece of bread. 
" My* lydy fair’s got orbum 'air; she’s \unble,v but 
she’s as sweet as rombry tawt ; I sighs becorsc she 
won’t look at me ! Oil! my lydy fair ! my orburn 
tawt ! * 1 

Hudson—j^hefher he had heard the boatswain’ 
mate or not—had evidently heard *\nost Tb* Beady's 
words, for he had turifed his head suddenly toward 
s tlie spervker'; # and the», nflighting^ his pipe at the 
reeking lamp-flame, he sat down again, facing more 
in the ylirettion of Beady and his companions. .Qjre 
the emigrants*who were leaning over the windlass 
outside, and looking into tiff; forecastle, also stunned 
mterestVd in what Beady was saying, and strained 
forward Jiis handsome head, with its thick‘dark brown 
hair clustering at the ears and round his collar. 

" Huy ! buy 1 buy ! " cried Sycjpej^Bob derisively ; 
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get into your bunk ! .Why, that gal ; s taken my 
fancy, she ha^ I telLyou ! Ain’t it the one with cr 
—with- 1 ” 

“ With an ’ed like the goddess of love ’erself ! I've 
seen pickshers like 'er in oie Smoke, I ’avc! ” said 
Beady, without the least exhibition of jeal^isv. " Go 
in an’ win, ole Jvller ! she ain't for me, I knaow ! 

‘ Oh, wornarf! woman ! in aher ahs of ease ! ’ as the 
poyt ses, I’ve «seed Vr double with 01 burn ’air and 
creamy skin and pearly grinders in a piesher fryme 
in the East Indyer l*oud. Oil ! wot a tawt ! wot a 
booty ! wot a goddess ! W^n we ’ave *Vmr sing¬ 
song, Bill; wYn we ’ave.our ]*£tle swarree hi the trades, 
Cardiff, wot shall*’? sing ’er, ay ? Can’t yei tlnnk of 
nutijii ? I ’ope H’ll be moonlight ! Oh ! she's not 
for me, alas ! alas ! 

“ ’Vast heavin’, that play kdk, and,turn in, oY-— 
yer ! ” repeated fhe ascetic one above. s 

“ W‘ l it till she sees iue-playing .the bones!” said 
Sydney Bob. ‘*My colonial word ! she won’t look 
at yer ! ” 

“ Shake yer cum rib bones in‘hell ! ” growled the 
martyr. - * - * 

“ All ! '^iu’re^great on # the bones, Sydney ! I 
liked yer hattytooci that night at the Prussian Eagle 1 
1 ain’t deny in’ that ! bift can yer da this, wot ? ” 
and Beady sang in a very pure tenor, which made the 
thjkfcrhaired lia^idsome young man* at the, wyiUlass 
outside turn his head sideways appreciatively and 
lean farther into the forecastle, as if he would catch 
every note. The somewhat ifngry look gathefing in 
his eyes lied immediately at the iirst notes— 

“When uvvah lips and y-ii-u-vah 1 i**arts, 

• "Their tf-les « f k>\e shall tell- v 
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Beady sang the song rigjit through without any 
interruption &n the part of his •companions, who all 
,grew suddenly silent. Even the boatswain’s mate 
forbore to growl. Beady (lid not neglect a single 
aspirate in the song, which* seemed to the listening 
man at,the windlass passing strange?. The fact was 
that Horatio Beady, who had sung mjx London church 
choir before; he left the trade of a butchet for the pro¬ 
fession of the sea, only connected the aspirate in his 
mind with the musical note, never with the spoken 
on<‘. - When he sang he turned r iiji his eyes as if he 
were a charity boy rooking on a platform at a dis¬ 
tribution of ^prizes. 

There was mych flapping of nanus at the concision 
of the song, those at the windlass (especially the young 
man with the thick dark hair and somewhat thin, 
pal'eTace, i,vliQ had beyn fislening so appreciatively) 
joining in spontaneously with theif applause. The 
pale-faced one cried “ Enc-orc*! ** and said to a .com¬ 
panion, ” Indeed, and his voice is better than his song, 
more power to him ! ” * The man next to him nodded 
his head, but his eyes betrayed perplexity. 

“ What bettor song would yc have than that same 
then ? ” said he. # 

The dark-haired young man made n<* respo ,se. 

, Within the’ forecastle. Jliey # were discussing the .ab¬ 
ject of women again, and Hudson had sudd* nly 
left the gctrd-players and taken liis ^< 5 at in tliv far 
forward part ok the gloomy, smoky den, where ne 
could hut faintly be discei 4 ied, pulling away*at his 
clay ‘pipe, leaning forvVard with his hands clasped 
together, his arms upon his knees. 

* “ Ah ! Chew-the-Eag, v hat a deevine Venyious 

she is l ” said Horatio Bfridy rap| ur&isiy. * , 
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" What’s her name, FJcady ? Tell us her name, 
shipmate,” cri#d Cardiff Price. There was a momen¬ 
tary silence in the forecastle. , 

Cardiff Price, sometimes called “ Gliew-thc-Rag ” 
by his shipmates, was a Naval Reserve man, and wore 
9 blue jersey, and a cap with a lettered band* # He had 
a slight knowlec^fc of school classics, and sometimes 
quoted Lath* from them. Born at Carc^ff, he had 
been to a good* grammar-school in Gloucestershire, 
and when a boy had run away to sea, stowing away 
in a Bristol trader teethe African West Coast, rather 
than bear expulsion for an oftancc lie had committed 
at the scliool. Since that 4 me ho had # grown Into 
a seajnan ol a stock ])attern, with a tuft of beard on 
his chin, and a •yellow once-a-week-shaven cheek, 
scarred with birns (received during a period of training 
with big guns), and leathery njpek crossed in all direc¬ 
tions like an old track-chart. A classic Latin quo¬ 
tation from his lips was like ambergris from a diseased 
cachalot. • 

" Is it like the name of the gal I saw you with in 
Leman Street, Be^Iy ? Ah ! my Ion ; nomen amicitia 
nomen inane fidcs, as a gent called ftvid wed to 
remark. ?Sfft I l^row her njime. sonny ! ,J • 

” I dunuo 'er Viyme, Cardiff. ‘ Wot’s in (li)er 
nyme ? * ” said Beady. 

The young man with the flowing dark hair, leaning 
Ojjibc windlass,seemed somewhat relieved * m Cardiff’s 
Latin and Ready’s uncommon use *of the aspirate 
again made him wonder!* But, this time, the word 
that Beady intended was simply the English in¬ 
definite article, as spoken by Shakespeare’s # Juliet, 
not the feminine personal pronoun. Then the bunk 
curtain, above tffre gioup was again thrown % vio- 
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lently outward, and the littjc weather-beaten, ascetic 
face pf the xpetty officer grew pale^ with sudden 
ganger. 

“ Wimmen, wimmen ! alfers wimmcn ! I know her 
name ; d— the whole biling ; I seed the picture in 
the East Pddycr Road, a gal with red' hair, in her buff, 
talking to a bloke in his pelt as W£ll, givin’ her an 
apple ! and if she’s like that, I knows hcr\iame. She’s 

Irish, and of all the b-that ever I seed, G — blymee, 

if she don’t look the townyest ; G— d— ’em all ! 
she S'a-bv the look of her—«—” 

f 

There Was a sudden noise in the gloomy forward part 
of the forecastle, which mounded like a clay pipe being 
dashed 1o the cicely in uncontrollable wrath, and- then 
the figure of Hudson strode across *to the group, and 
he seized hold of the goatee beard of Cardiff Price as 
olf^TI^ively* as «he could, with one hand, and with his 
other he swept aside the greasy canvas which ran 
along the spun-yarn easily and rev. tiled the Hittle 
hard-featured boatswain’s mate, lyfng there with a 
background of knife and fork, and sail-palm, and other 
necessities, secured 'in strips of caftvas nailed to the 
ship’s ffide. *< 

* “ D-your dirty kissgrs ! If either of ^bu so much 

as breathes the first letter of that girl’s name in this 
forecaHle, Pll*hammerd:he fife out of you,” said Hud¬ 
son with fierce animosity. 

“ T^ke^our hand off my whisker, pr I’ll fighto^ju, 
Pat Hudson,” j*ukl Cardiff Price ; ” and I’d sooner 

% |r- 9 

not do that, for your sake ! ” • . •* 

“My sake! Let me?* tell you, Chew-thc-Rag, that 

I’ll pull« pull, pull every d-hair out of your goatee 

if I like ; and jf I hear that girl’s name *on your lips. 
I’ll Jo it, or fight you, whichever yuifflike.’V * 
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_ * 

“ Lor’ strike ns silly, Pat l ” said Beady, .keeping 
out of reach ; wot’sHhe matter, knao^? I thought 
as 'ow Sydney Boh was touched that wy, not you,* 

mate ! Go’lummc ! 1 0 wimmen in ahir ahs of ease ! ’ 

% 

Wot a rah or about miffing ! I’m ofi wimmen ’er.cc- 

forrid ; I’ll give’’em all plenty of sea rotftn .! That 

fyce of yours ’assured my ’art ! ” 

Hudson’s Naturally handsome facd had grown 

coarse in expression, r nd almost lTpellent. He had 

pulled Cardiff’s scanty board, suiting the words he 

had uttered, and stepped back with both hands 

clenched. Cardiff arose from-the sea-chest with a 

•> • 

grin ; he had aniu^d ihg fore justly since the beginning 
of the voyage with his tales aboi\f women, and his 
double-meaning phrases ; but lie was not a fighting 
man. He hesitated ; but the little boatswain’s mate, 
now sitting up on the edge of his bunk^urged him on 
with unsuppressib’le malice. 

“ 14 there *ihrt to be no rfieep this.watch, we’ll have 
blue murder instead ; sail in and knock the stuffing 

out of him, Cardiff ! he’s no good ! He’s too b- 

well fond of the wiinmen to be much good ; can’t any 
*&£ yer sye that ? Sail in, you’re head•oVer hint, Car¬ 
diff ! No Ailin what's fond pf-s is any good ; let* 

him have ib, mate ! 9 

“ I'll take you pn nexf, boatswain’s, mate,” said . 
Hudson with clenched teeth ; “ you should have been 
fir^Jr” . 

Aye ! when Cardiff’s settled your*hash, my son ! 
You’re c sweet on killing people, no doubt ! ” 

“ I shoost go to ped mineself*! ” said Olsen, putting 
away his wooi mat first, and then cutting up a bit of 
Irish twist tobacco for a smoke. t 
“ I want •fight Kim" said Cardiff. " Why should I ? 
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I don’t want to take any girl's name in vain, Fat; and 
I might hurt* you, d’ye 4 see, shijtmct ? 

“ Well, come on you, bos Vs mate, I’ll take you on ; 
you’ve got the dirtiest tongue in the fo’c’sle 1 Come 
on ! " 

One of 4he Irish emigrants outside, looking into the 
lamp-lit den, nudged the silent yofyng man with the 
dark hair, and said— • 

" Divil a fear neyther wonN; take'him on ! Ach ! 
For God's sake ! Look at the arms of the young 
fellow 1 He has the long reach intirely ! He’d make 
small trduble of spanning the big Cross of Clonmnc- 
noise, I'm telling you -now anc^ he’s soople ; oh ! 
he has the long reach, then ! Hut what’s ah the 
matter sorra the wan of them knows 1 " The young 
man nudged made no response. 

''""They do say," saic 1 another man, " that the man 
who can span' the big cross can save life ; 1/ut, by the 
holy, he looks more like taking it away from the^other 
sailorman ! " 

" Hold your noise ! Nd hi caint * He has the 
man like a monk out of His bed by the -shirt and one 
leg, aftd he’s shaking him up and down like a house - 
•wife sousing dirty linen ! " said the^dark^frjired young 
man, suddenly excited! 1 

“As ucJlt De ! f so-he h*as, Mr. D’Arcy ! But it's 
not hitting him he is ! Ah ! but he has the strong 
arm‘'for little man ! " (Hudson stood'about h\frii,£ect 
nine, but the man at the windlass, talking, had left 
six feet behind'him when hi* was nineteen, and he had 
not Stopped growing yet, though already one-and- 
twenty*) “ Oh ! ndc Ididir ata sc ! Isn’t it strong he 

* be talking, ^ 

f For God's sake I 
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is, then ! and he such a little man ! But he-has the 
long reach, I’m telling you ! ” the man w^nt on, grow¬ 
ing more excited the lunger he looked. Not only the , 
men outside, including the dark-haired young man 
addressed as Mr, D’Arcy, hut all the men in the fore¬ 
castle were now excited, some cheering for* the boat¬ 
swain’s mate, and'some for Hudson ! But as Hudson 
obtained the Complete mastery of the other, the ex¬ 
pressions of confidence in the boatswain's mate died 
away, and cries of,j^‘ Bully boy, Pat ! " and “ He's 
had what he wanted*! He’s got his bellyful ! ”* and 
“ Spell, oh ! don't kill him ! ” *and some sang— 


“What’s the v,zc of gnA*;n’ wkt-n you know you've got your whack ; 
Lime^ind juice and vinegar accordin’ to tile A'k 




Then Hudson Jet him go, out of breath and satisfied 
that he had frightened the'other, and that* the name 
would remain unspoken. 

Wltgn the boatswain’s mate had managed to clamber 
back into his bunk again, muttering threats under his 
breath m very decorative language, in which the 
female sex hehi ths most prominent place ; and had 
drawn the gieasy canvas to hide liis swtSlen mb nth ; 
for in lifting Tiim wp, and banging him down upon the* 
sea-chcst, Hudson Lad been tempted once to^ bring 
his tar-stained rough right hhnd down with considerable < 
violence on the thin, hard lips of the cursing libeller 
of womenfolk general; and of one in ^irtpular 
wflose image had fixed itself in his *nind, and whose 
name remained unspoken, lind so far unknown to his 
shipmates. 

“ Good night 1 Divil a wan of them’ll tell wjio she 
is now ! ” said the big Irishman to Mr. p’Arcy. 

Then .an.^old Swinish sailor, in the second mate’s 
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watch, fame below from the wheel, four bells having 
been gtruck vhile the quarrel was in progress, and said 
that the second mate had ordered lights out (ten 
o’clock). 


The men at the windlass moved away, one after 
the other*-,-all going behnv but the young man D’Arcy 
“ Them's emigrant iLggvlations,” said Bill. " How¬ 
ever, I'm dead, boys ! What the hell you’ve been 
fighting about, I dunno ! I hope sonfe of the ladies 11 
oblige at our sing-song ; what say. Beady ! we can’t 
haveaall shellbacks eh ? ” i 


“ I should hi ay my Ruillonian ! 55 


said Olsen, in the 


next bunk to Bill’s. He lad finished his pipe of 
Irish twist, and was composing himself for slumber. 

“ Aye ! yVe good on the concertina, I know; and 

there’s a man down forrids in the J t\.een-dcck, what 

* 

plays a fiddi*—rwe migdkt have him. I saw him lookin' 
in a while ago. Curly long hair-" 

■Conic, lads! , I'm not turning in; . 1 '11 piiit out 
the lamp, if you’re ready ! ” said Hudson, filling another 
pipe, and walking over to the lamp. All the men in 
the watch below Were now lying down except Sydney 
Bob; and Hudson waited at the lamp amidships, while 
Sydney pulled off his boots and ti . trousers. Beady 
and Bi]l attempted, pipes in their mouth'* and sleep 
heavy on tlieif eyelids, *to talk to eayh other from their 
respective bunks— 

“ i< ’ac] a cousin, a nice gal she ^as, top—it£,jLll 
right, ’Udson, ah right, no ’arm—’er nyme was.Mybel 
Veerer—she used to sing every Syndy at a 'Roman 
Catli’lic Church, though she ain’t no more Cath'lic 
'n 1 aip. But she ’ad the vyce ! ’Er fawther was a 
gcnnleman greengrocer, and she 'a4 .a vyce wot’d 
draw tears aht 'er kidney potatcr i No kid,- naow ! 
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I’m goin’ into the greengrocing trydc meself„ w’cn I 
chuck sailorizln’. ’k/11 leave Mybcl Wcrer aship¬ 
load o’ brads, an', an', an’ 'is nyme’s 'Oraysho, syme , 
as mine ; fac, 'e's my gawdfawther, an’, an’ Mvbel 
Veerer, oh ! woman, woman 1 in ahr ahs ! ” 

“ Vas she gottess ? " said Olsen, half asleep, 

“ Not a Dutch^frow ! " said Beady smartly—wide¬ 
awake again. * “ You like fat, if that was your straight- 
piece, that 'Amburger v/ith manila 'air on the pier-'ead, 
when we orled aht.” 

But Olsen made no response. In these things he 
was invulnerable. He was sef>n dreaming either of 
the exiled Hamburg lady in question, or of another 
just yke her in physique ; and t>ie presentation of 
Beilin-wool mats,-* with ships in full sail upon them 
to each and all ®f his choice. Sydney Bob had turned 
into his bunk quietly, and Ikitrick Hudson-had blown 
out the lamp and made his way to the main deck, 
now almost deserted, except where the second mate's 
watch congregated aft under tjbe break of the poop. 

A lew of the emigrants amidships, at the married 
quarters, had.not'yet retired, and the dark-haired 
’young man was standing on the heel ofV spade spar 
in the forvpart, and gaping out to sea. But all* 
of his companions had gone below ; so the mayi deck 
here was as clear as, the temporary washhouses allowed 
for perambulation. Hudson began to walk up and 
dowjis to f the srpall group of married folk ‘amidships 
sitting^on the middle part of the spare, topmast, on 
the lied of which the young man forward was standing, 
and back again to the latter. 1 When he approached 
the group he’noted that the voices were lowered, and 
dropped altogether as he turned abojjrt close beside 
them. Her gathei^d that they were discussing” his 
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own action that night, for lie caught a few words 
uttered by tj-ie woman whose lhtle boy he had picked 
. out of the scuppers that morning. 

“I ses it’s a shyme fur a lydy to make mischief 
among pore innercent sailor fellers like 'im ; I seed 
’er lydy oh ip talkin’ to ’im this morning ; she ain't 
much clarse any’ow! 'Er brother’s un artist gent 
with a sor.ft at ; jessay you've seen ’kn ? I ses it’s 
disgustin’ ; their nyme’s Porigryve.” 

So these people had formed an idea of their own as 
to the cause of the fracas in the forecastle ! Hudson 
walking forward, as his distance increased from the 
group, broke out into *„ci audible laugh. 

“ Ho-ho-ha-ha !. Well, I’m d-a ! ” said he, putting 

his pipe in his pocket. He sprang-up at a skid, under 
one of the forward boats, and raised himself up and 
down a few times. Then he dropped lightly to his feet. 

“ Yes ! I’ll be d-d if that isn’t good 1 ” 

“ Is it to keep yourself in training you do that, Mr. 
Hudson ? ” said a voice beside him! ” I should have 
thought you would have felt sore after your day’s 
work and that bit of a fight and ail S ” > 

" 111 feel stiff, I suppose, after a sleep,” said Hudson, 
Hooking intently at the l^andsomeyxde iv.ee. with the 
low broad brows, and dark wavy liair falling over them. 
He had seen c him befose, but he hi\d made no compari¬ 
sons. The young man’s figure was slight-built, and 
his dark‘coat hung straight downfrom Jus ^puarc 
shoulders. From an inner pocket a white roll of 
paper projected beyond tfte lapel of his coafy visible 
in the light of the declining moon. Then the seaman 
put a question before the other could speak— 

“ Pardon n^e ! but—er—but have you a sister on 
board?” 
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The young man looked at Hudson and smilod. 

“ I have to fhank for defending her name, sir. 
Indeed, I ha.ve a sister oi"^ the boat, as you suppose. 
It was she the men were speaking of.” 

“ Don’t sir me ; I’m only an able seaman/* said 
Hudson. “ But f could have done no less/ • 

“ I am glad ly/r name was unspoken by that old 
blackguard ! f Faith ! I was near leaping into the 
den of lions mySelf, if it had been ! Seamen are a 
strange class ! But you seem a gentleman 1 What ? ” 
His voice was soft and rich, with a slight flattening 
of some of the vowels, and rourMing of others, and .the 
excessive aspiratitjp of the ft. The lips trembled 
slightly as he spoke, betraying ir*wa*d nervousness 
and deep feeling together. When he raised his hand 
to put back a heavy lock that hung over his brow, 
Hudson noted that the lingers were v^ry'long and 
thin. The# a thought t passed through his nynd 
rapidly, and he exclaimed— 1 

“ Mr. D'Arcv—for I know vour name, you see— 
you play the violin, do you not ? The men said so, 
I think. Will yoii piuy at our sing-song in the trades?” 
'* “ Is if a ccjpcert, you mean? To he sure 1 will, 
then, to please you ’ Will we walk the deck together, 
Mr. Hudson ? I'm on watch myself; we all have tc 
keep watch by turns ; and the boat is* very steady 
now.” 

• * • * 

h/^es, and shall we talk about music ? Fm *eery 

fond of, all kinds of music.” 

“Of the melodeorT ? ” said the musician, sinking 
“ not of Olsen’s melodeon, surety Mr. Hudson ? Bui 
I saw you dancing to it the other night! Will yoc 
call me Dominick ?^ I’m sure we will b$ great friepds 
entirely whi)e we’re on the boat together.” 
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" Yes, Dominick, with pleasure ; and yon must not 
call me Mr. Hudson ; call me i*at. Oh ! I’d do any¬ 
thing, and dance to a tii) whistle sometimes. Does 
your sister sing at all ? She might be kind enough 

to help us—and—she-” 

“ Part^is an Irish name,” said Dominick D’Arcy, 
€t and l fear there is some Irish in you, Pat. My sister 
sings the peal Irish ; ah ! you should hear her ! ” 

“ Your sister is very handsOme,” said Hudson, with 
enthusiasm. 

“’Sheris,” said D’Arcy, wKlj decision; “you’re 
no,t the first that’s remarked it ! ” 

The two men wylke'u up end (Jpwn the main deck, 
pacing side by fide. It was a beautiful night, a 
serene, mild, health-breathing night, with a sinking 
irioon, at this hour—a jnjoon in her*first quadrature. 
The swaying* masts r&ovcd among the strengthening 
stars overhead as the ship rqlled to the rhythm of the 
swell. The burning tobacco in the pipe vd the lfrok-out 
man glowed orange-rc;d against the deep violet of the 
cavernous sky. Jyst above the heads of 11 ic two men 
walking th^ deck, the pendent reef-points of tlic fore¬ 
sail and topnfrast-staysail swung together with their 
curved shadows ; s\yu»g togetJ«r wiffi the united 
movement of soldiers matching past on parade. The 
breeze was steady *that a gentle strain kept staysail 
sheets as 4 rigid gs iron rods, and there # was not a creak 
from bk>ck or sheave-hole ; only a* subdued Imi^i of 
easy labour. /The whole ^hip murmured softly, with 
a reciprocal plashing ancf gurgling from the* parting 
moon-spangled waves’under her bows.,. 

Th» group amidships had now gone below, and the 
wa r tch kept aft on the.qnarter-de^Ht, smoking, dozing, 
or yarning. The poop was deserted, ?>ave for the 
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second mate and the man at the wheel. The two men 
had the forwa<6 part 1 of the main deck f all to them¬ 
selves. Presently D’Arcy, at the striking of the poop 
bell, left his companion for a moment, and going aft, 
called out, " All’s well in the single men’s quarters ! ” 
The second mate replied, " All right ! ” and tfpg young 
man rejoined Hu^on. 

“ You fellows will soon get tired of that game ; it’s 
a shame to have* passengers keeping watch ! ” said 
Hudson. 

" Ah ! we’re only, Irish emigrants ; not passengers 
like that lady and gentleman~in the cabin, PatJ ” 
said D’Arcy bitter^. » #1 • 

mother was Irish,” said Hi^dsftn; "and what 
did you mean just Tlow by the real Irish, Dominick ? ” 

" ’Sh ! just listen now, and you’ll see—wliht-” 

A man put his head out of the hatchway*which led 
to the forward 'fween-dcck, and Dominick D’A^cy 
accosted him.in the Gaelic tongue. • 

The man replied in English, that he thought his 
turn to watch had come round, and then retired, 
assured, for anothed hour’s sleep. 

* " Thais th^ real Irish,” said Domiifici, "and it’s 
small blame to theyi they sppak it only among them- - 
selves below; suie, half of them ridicule,thos£ that 
have it, like the County At *rry* and Waterford men, 
for instance. Ah ! Poor Ireland! f The honey- 
swept- tones of Uie well-beloved Gaelic/ as .Mitchell 
called it. You’ve never read John* Ityitchell, I sup¬ 
pose— 7 that?" * f 

" Yes, I have. I did not •think you meant the 
language, just now. So your sister sings the Qaelic? 
Does she play on instrument, Domipick ? ” 

" Not at 3.11; she couldn’t tell the middle C on the 
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finger-board, but she sings in the traditional manner 
of the Irish peasantry. I expcbt yoiT*will not like it 
when you hear lier at the sing-song—as you call it. I 
have written English words to some of her songs, 
Mr. Hudson—Pat ; but the music can only be properly 
nrrangGuVith a special notation for string instruments 
—like the 'cello and fiddle. I’ve tril'd some arrange¬ 
ments myself—for pianoforte—no good—ah ! ” 

“ Oh ! so you write verse and ‘compose music ! 
Whatever is taking Miss D’Arcy and yourself to 
Australia ? ” inquired Hudson, tap prised. 

“ What i # s taking us*A it ? You must be an English¬ 
man to ask me thgt cfaestigd ! Jndeed, isn’t every¬ 
body leaving It eland ! There’s* no living to be. got 
at all in it ! But the organ is theoristrument I liope 
to start my living with. I have a'silver medal for 
organ-playing, and I hAve a letter to a bishop beyond, 
will) knew my uncle, Father Timothy (he’s, dead, God 
rest his soul !), when he \vas a student rf at Maynooth. 
I’ll be playing an org^ji somewhere? no doubt. They 
do be saying how fine the churches are in Australia ! ” 
“ I haven’t seen any line churcnes there, except in 
one or two V cfties,” said Hudson ; ” but I wish yoil 
success. Where did you study rwasic, Dominick—in 
Dublin ? r • 

“ I did, iip-Dublin, * My uncle (God rest him !) paid 
my % fees at the Academy, and private tuition, he did; 
ancUvarrted me to go in for the priesthood as well*,put 
I’m no good $>r* any thing* but the fiddle, and organ, 
and pianoforte, and— 


j > ♦ 


" And you could hot earn enough in Ireland, I 
suppose ? 

“ It’s mortal difficult to earn 6^e’s living at music 
nowadays,” said Dominick sadly. " The*artist is not 
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wanted in Ireland ; any thrummcr that tan play an 
accompaniment^nd g!ve tuitions can, to he sure, pick 
up an odd guinea like that! But it’s writing music 
I’m tllinking of for myself, Pat. I might become 
famous some day ! And I write the words, too. It’s 
dark, for all the moonlight, or I would sho'.^you an 
aria (as they i,'all # it at the Academy) set by me to my 
own words.” 

“ Irish words > And will your sister sing it ? ” in¬ 
quired Hudson sympathetically. 

” Is it the Irish ? •When I’m half ashamed to be 


heard speaking it now, and •my own mother (The 
heavens be her bed !) would Jwjat^me, and I a child, 
for speaking* it to strangers! And ills all Italian at 
the Academy ! No ; when I write verses for m> 
airs, I write English ; but 1 go to the Irish for in¬ 
spiration, Pat-” 

Then, abruptly* Dominick P’Arcy said : “ Is that 
an English that’s living along .with her brothci 
in the best part of the boat, do you know? ” 

" The lady that was with your sister this morning ? ’ 
inquired Hudson, axfecting a languid interest. 

" The very same. She and you were* talking to¬ 
gether up t litre beyond. Sljc seems as happy as the 
day’s long. She has the sweet face and the light foot 
God bless her ! You anti sin? are acquainted, nc 
doubt ? 

“ No—yr—tliaj. is—er, yes—slightly. L<fok at "the 
sinking moon ! Is it not Jovely, Dominick ? Come 
up herd on the spar S'” said Hudson, evidently wishing 
to change the conversation as ^abruptly as Dominick 
and leaping lightly up on to the spare topmast # lasliec 


to the bulwarks. 

“ Aye ! she’s sinking fast, going down like poor'ok 
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Ireland, Oh, wirrastrua ! going the same way, more’s 
the pity ; t\ie Gael is walking the world, and the 
stranger's in his house ! The days of Carolan will 
never come again ; he was the last of us— 

‘Last of our ancient minstrels ! thou who lent, 
buoyant motive to a foundering race . . . 

God test you, dear Thoilough ! , , 

r V 

Faith, I forget the words ; and I’ll warrant you never 
heard them before, Pat ? ’’ 

" It’s the nature of the Irish to assume that the 
English know nothing of their history and literature," 
said Hudson evasivek; ; " but look at the moon, 

Dominick, and never lW.nd Ireland ; the subject is a 

* V tm • J 

sad one, seemingly.” * , 

" Moonsets are sadder than sunsets," said Dominick ; 
“ the music in that great dark cloud with its brilliant 
frTnge of light is the music which I feel, but cannot 
explain. It is the music of the Gael ! " ^ 

“ Music’s the same all the world over," said Hudson 
curtly. „ 

“ But what a language is the Gaelic for musical 
setting, compared To the Eng v $h, for instance ! " 
continued Dbminick. <r The Gaelic is as full of light 
and shade as that moonset 4 ; yet as jjibtle <fcid as elusive 
in thejqualities of its sounds as til at picture before us 
4 compared to broad daylight scei^e — what? " 

“ Um ! ” said Hudson.' 

"\caijleel something mysterious vyifliin me as That 
big cloud creep*; ever the moon, and drags its .purple 
pall past it ; past it, look ! Us it is? passing now* Ah l 
Do you believe in presentiments, Pat ? " 

“ If you read Walt Whitman the American’s poems 
you’ll find something about musiv. and architecture, 
and'things that we gaze on, and an that *ve ourselves 



“ACT OF GOD.” 


89 


put into them/’ said Hudson sententiously, whom such 
scenes made j^iilosophical, rather than sentimentally 
poetical. He had bought a volume of Walt Whitman 
before joining the Young Vrctcndcr. 

“ Ah ! you’d never understand me,” said D’Arcy, 
" but I heard the* music of death only just no^y ! And 
that seaman’s Latin is sounding in my ears* Nomcn 
amiciiia c$t,%iomcn inane fides ! ” 


” Nonsense ! • said Hudson ; 


those waves 


positively dancing in Hie golden track of the moon ! 
And Carditf’s Latin js about a.-> apposite as his goat’s 
beard. It’s a wedding with & rich colonial lady you 
should le thinking of, ijomini^ ; not the Anisic of dead 
inarches.” * 

They both remained sileut for sfime time—the care¬ 
less seaman sacking adventure and novel sensation 
wherever he listed, and fhe *nntraveiled, # melanchf>ly 
Irish musician—both looking toward tli£ sinking moon, 
which, alter passing tilt b ; -g cloud, had now descended 
quite close to the horizon. „ D’Arcy leaned his pale 
cheek on his folded hands, breast-high on the top¬ 
gallant rail of tlA: bulwarks. The pale yellow rays 
shone weakly on ids face, and the dark e*es, do«p sunk, 
looked inycterioiw with unspoken thought and hidden 
longing. The no longer golden half-1110011 was now 
close, dipping its horn into tfye horizon, and file deep 
shadows were creeping across die di cks. The colour 
of the moon \fris a fiery and bloody copper f and swiftly 
the ocean’s rim rushed up to drown it. For an mstant 
it’s upper horn gleamed fike a glowiirg lateen sail, and 
then it was gone, as if for evgr. 

Dominick D’Arcy breathed a deep sigh, and spoke 
slowly. . * 

“ Thor o> goes mmslatl ! all hopes! all endeavour! 
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Sure ! don’t they go just like that ! Ah ! O’Neill 
and SarsfieldK Tone and Emmet ! Smith O’Brien, 
^and all of them ! But Phcenix Park ! last May ! ” 
(abruptly) I wonder now* Pat, what a lady like 
Miss-” 

“ MissjJPalgrave, do you mean ?'” said Hudson 
curiously. 

” Aye i ” /rapidly) “ the lady in the cJoin. What, 
in Heaven’s name, does she think of us Irish, at all, 
after that ? ” 

What d oes it matter, Domiiyck ? Worse things 
have happened in other countries—in England, the 
home of the iree, and tin* gem of the sea, for instance ! 
The more men pjty the plumage the more they forget 
the dying bird. What matters her opinion, Domi¬ 
nick ?‘” ' 

* Oh ! nothing at alb! said Dominick, changing 
his tone immediately, and descending from the spar ; 
“ bui nt h-ionan ijhcilh ar+bmlc agus ar Jdn-bhvilc! 
as we say where; Johanna and I co*me from, wliich 
means there is a diiference between being mad and 
being mad entirely,'Pat. And I wcfuldn’t have a lady 
like Mi$s-» 

*»” Palgrave’s her nam* 1 ,” said # IIudsc*n, getting 
down after the musician. " I thiiftc I shaV go below 
and get an hour’s sleep;, it’s just Si£ bells ! ” 

” Miss Palgrave—a lady like her—to think me one 
of thereat, Mid Irish, as Swift called tljem ! ” % 

Hudson laughqdr Then he said lightly— , 

“ If 1 had said you were that, you and I would be 
enemies, Dominick ! ” c 

“ We can never be that, Pat; we will be great 
friends. Sure, you are not the kin^ of man to harm 
any dne ! ” 



“ACT OF GOD.” 


9i 


“ There goes six bells ! ” said Hudson. “I’m going 
below ; good Jmglit f 

" And I rgiust take a look at the place where we men 
sleep and make my report to the officer on the poop 
beyond. Those countryrhen of mine are very careless 
with lighted matches, and they all smoke except my- 
seli, though it’s # aguimt the rules in the ’tween-deck— 
you call it ? - 

“ Not smoke •below J is that one of your rules ? It 
wouldn’t do for us seamen ! But I can see a glim of 
light down your hatchway, Dominick 1 ” 

They walked foiwaul together, and Patrick Hudson 

halted a moment at lh M fore Cratch. 

B 1 ^ # 

“.Some of them have a candle between them, and 
play a game of raids of a night,” said Dominick ; “ it’s 
little use saying anything.” 

“Why should you? What does piiypody care? 
Good night ! They will find the tiiftc hang heavy 
between tigs and the ’Colonies if they don’t pkly at 
something ! Gfloc! night ! ” 

“ Good night, Pat ! Bcaivwcht Irat ! There's some 
more wild Ir’sh foT you ! ” 

“ Good njjjjit, Dominick ! ” 

The musician c] esc ended to the contmed tween-decg, 
and the seaman went straight on into the less foul¬ 
smelling forecastle. Situatec] above # the fore-peajc, 
where all the paraffin and fish-oil, and hempen rope, 
and tar, ancf coals were stowed, tlic compiumtating 
hatch was battened down and padlocked ; but in the 
singll-men’s quarters b<*Tow the cracks between the 
separating bulkhead allowed .the fumes from the fore¬ 
peak to diffuse themselves around the sleeping berths. 
Yet after the fr^fi, sweet breeze this night—and the 
conversation with D’Arcy—the stuffy^air of his mrrow 
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quarters, heavy with fish-oil and tobacco-smoke and 
the out-breathings from a score Of luii^s, mixed with 
the odour of salt pork, seemed exceptionally oppressive 
"to the able seaman. Beady, in the next bunk to liis 
own, was loudly breathing very much in his throat; 
and Hudson struck a match and gently lifted the 
overhanging head, which his hands had touched in 
the dark as lie groped for his place. He slipped 
off his clothes, and put his rolled-up ’jacket beneath 
the butcher-boy seaman’s head, without awakening 
him. Beady, ceasing his guttural breathing now, 
muttered r in his sleep,, as if half conscious of the 
kindness— v 

" She’s an ’ouly gawddess ; that’s wot she is—thank 
yer 1 She ain't your sort, Olsen—straight gal, ship- 
mite—’Udson—wish yer joy ! Fair ply, 1 ses, fair 
Piv ! ” 

Hudson lit hfs pipe with another match, and climbed 
into his bunk. Then he smoked away Ik the darkness, 
till slumber began to fnihupon liis ey«es, and the pipe 
fell from his teeth, and the glowing ashes burnt the 
blanket under his chin. The smelt startled him into 


sudden'wakefulness again, and tin. beginning of a 
d r eam in which the figure of Joanna, O’Arcy appeared, 
was shattered immediately. He put the pipe into the 
canvas becket nailed to the ship’s side ; and had it 
not been pitch dark, anybody there might have seen 
Patrick Hudson, careless wanderer, adventurer, and 


seaman, do a strange tiling for one of that ship’s com¬ 
pany. And had not some rats been scuttling abtfut in 
the bread-barge, and a dozen men been snoring all at 
once in different pitch, and one of them muttering in¬ 
coherently beside him, anybody night have heard a 
stranger thing perhaps. For Patrick Hudson crossed 
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himself devoutly, and said two prayers Softly, and in 
the Latin toifgae. 'But nobody could' have guessed 
their exact # intention from what he whispered, as he, 
turned on his side to sleep— 

“ That no evil may belall her 1 ’* 



CHAPTER IV 


T HE next evening, not only the ship’s company, 
but the whole cargo of emigrants, had palatable 
food for novel discussion, whatever other food unsuited 
them. Afld the piece, <ie resistance was, whether it 
was'fit and'seemly forvHie Captain to allow an able 
seaman to sit for,two hours on the poop' among the 
single women, and have his “ pictur Cook " by a saloon 
passenger, while another saloon passenger smiled at 
Inm and ‘‘made free with him in a “disgraceful 
way." In the second dog-watch, down among the 
young women around the matron’s ■ tea-table., the 
discussion was quite acrimonious. *The matron had 
said that she had been in several ships, and she “ had 
never, never seen 'Shell a proceeding ! ” One of the 
girls said, “‘What harm was tlie.e irj^it at all?" 
Another said, “ More power to the artist gentleman, 
but it was he that could take a picture " ; and another 
sided with thf matron,and said, “ It was against the 
rules that a seaman should stay on the poop except 
wheri doingTiis duty as a sailor, and that’ Miss Palgravc 
should be ashamed to make so much of one of the 
men before them all, and she was simply made of 
brass'itself, so she was." etc. One voice alone was 
silent ; it was that of Joanna D'Arcy. 

Down in the married quarters V^men.at one table 
called to other *women at a second table, a«d those to 

94 
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a third set, ancLthe burden of their opinion was that 
“ such goings dm were* not decent at all.”? The woman 
from Hackney, with the little boy (whom Hudson had 
petted the morning of tlie preceding day), was ex¬ 
ceptionally virulent in her denunciation of Mr. Pal- 
grave and his sister. “ As I says to the ^German 
baker, mum she ain’t no nice patten for our sect. 
She’s fast, that's wot she is ; and I ’’at,*; fast gals. 
Look at my Mfranda «ip there; see the way as she 
beyives, not like that lydy. Lydy indeed ! she ain’t 
no real lydy, to eyes at a man like that theie. 

Wy, I seed ’er smile at ’inv^langrishing like ; and 
such a nice manias tlk^ Td^anps, too. e The baker 
says # is ’ow*he can .‘.ay ‘ ’Ow ’ye do.’ and * It’s a fine 
day,’ in real Geinfan like ’isself. Ain’t it sickening for 
a lydy, like wo* she thinks 'erself, I s'pose, to carry 
on with a nice well-heyivvcfr young yiau like that 
’Udson fe^er. I’calls it indecent; tluft’s wot I calls 
it.” 

Down in the <#ngle men’s quarters they were more 
reticent, and most of the men seemed rather amused 
both there and in the married cflnfrters. One young 
man sajd to ypmiftick D’Arcy, “ ThaMrfrnd of yours, 
.'Dominick, is a In dry man. # What a nice lady that 
Miss Palgrftve ism’ and he* winked mysteriously. 
Another said, S^me women, have a ^paeer fancy*; 
now, why didn’t she settle on me ? I’ve got a mous¬ 
tache.” .And*ajnidst the laughter somebody shouted, 
“ Go tftngaidh Dia sonuachar maitk dfyuit! ” and the 
other Responded, ” Oh, bays, boys, listen to the wild 
Irish ! did y’ever hear the like l as if a lady o’ quality’d 
set her eye on the likes o’ that gossoon! ” and Domi¬ 
nick D’Arcy eried $/it in angry tones : “ And iVs you, 
Michael, yourself, that could say the soft thing in Irish, 
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if you. wen" not ashamed of own mother's tongue. 
Is dens an huachail tu ! And Miss Palgrave would 
be a prize north} 7 of the best mail in the boat, God 
bless tier ! ” 

From these snatches of badinage and dialogue it may 
be gathered that Patrick Hudson had accepted Miss 
Palgrave s invitation on behalf of her brother, and 
(with the Captain’s consent) had been sitting in the 
first dog-watch for his portrait, posed by Mr. Palgrave 
in proximity to his vivacious sister, Mr. Palgrave 
had posed the seaman, standing against the mizen 
shrouds, with one an*}'resting on the pin-rail, with a 
background of deep Glue ^oa and trade-wind sky, 
while Miss Palgrave stood by with her back to the rail, 
chatting to the model. A group erf girls sat on deck, 
and stood around the artist ; and'’the chief mate 
walked to and fro athwart ships with the Captain ; 
both amused at the novelty of such an incident aboard 

r mJ 

the old Young Pretender. Hudson kept hi is pose well, 
and kept it with such comprehension of the artist’s 
interest in studied action, that Miss Palgrave, as well 
as her brother, was delighted. Mr. Palgrave, how¬ 
ever, expressed his delight in rather a Pnguid manner. 
At first it amounted, verbally, little more than 
apostrophes to his fvoltec on the small canvas before 
diim ; yet les eyes belied his affectation of languid 
interest, they were bright with an intensity of love 
for Uie art of creative drawing. To-morrow he would 
lay in rich w’tyrnl colour over his frotlce, colour that 
was in his mind already. 7 A rapid sketch iiY colour 
was ‘not necessary, he said ; this man stood as im¬ 
movable as a rock. 

Miss Palgrave’s manner an<l> words contrasted 
vivaciously with the affected languor of-‘her brother, 
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“ I can see you have posed as a model before,” she 
said to Hudson,'showing her short whit / teeth in a 
glad laugh. “You arc not a bit stiff or awkward; 
you are as full of pose as a° Neapolitan. ” 

, “I have sat for my portrait before/* he replied, 
smiling. • 

“To whom, to,whom? ” she exclaimed, With the 
anxiety of on? wife had many artistic differentiations. 

“To a Mr. Pyper, Miss Palgrave, Severn? years ago, 
a painter at Valparaiso ; he was staying there for a 
year or two. He came from Paris, or was it London ? 
1 forget." 

“To Pyper! to that dear ^Pyper—G *MacNu!ty- 
Pyper ? Indeed ! 

“ Ves ; his name; was Pypa—perhaps it is the same. 
You think him ^ great artist ? Has he become 
famous ? ” 


“ Think ? Eustace, ch ar, the model 'wants to 
know whether \ think Pyper <t great artist.” 

“ Ah ! Py^ier J The world is beginning to say 
Pyper is a great artist now. We knew each other in 
Paris. I was quite 41 little hoy at# the time I first met 
him; but I knew his greatness whei^ 1 sa*v his 
etchings.” # 

“ He was oainth-^ pictures*of the sea at Valparaiso/* 
said Hudson ; “ his room where he worked was fcill of 
sea pictures.” * 

“Are you any judge of painting?*” inquired Miss 
Palgrave." * 


“ How should an able $eaman be, Miss Palgrave ? 
No, I know little about painting. I did not *know 
that Mr. Pyper was a great artist. I had never seen 
pictures like liis bc^re ; and 1 certainly did not like 
the portrait he painted of me. He b^gan it on the 
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beach and finished it in his studio. I was hard up, 
and h$ paid ihe a dollar for an hour's Sitting.” 

” Ah ! ” sighed Eustace, ” you are like the rest of 
the unseeing world that Pyper had to conquer.” 

” But it was not like me att all ! ” 

” Indeed ? Perhaps it was like ’something which 
you had never seen in yourself,” said Miss Palgrave, 
as her brother only smiled and kept Silent, ” The 
artist creates ; he does not imitate,”* she added, and 
as if repeating a proverb. 

“ Or should not,” said Eustace Palgrave appro¬ 
vingly. E Nature imitates art, if it likes ; but the 
artist must leave imiU/ion tq anybody but artists.” 
His eyes looked round for a moment at the crowd of 
girls, and then returned to his canvas. Presently he 
continued in a less affected manner*, and speaking 
Yvith evident 4 intent fo< ’demonstrate a point of art 
with one w r ho was fit to hearV.im, he* continued, ” You 

i ■# 

will see traces of the artless, imitation of nature in all of 
us, but more especially jp women, for they are nearer 
to mother nature than w'e are ; they have not evolved 

quite so far away Ir6m it, they- 

“ Nbw, Eustace l ” said Miss* Palgrave remon- 
rtratingly, yet evidently happy in a {bought, which, 
expressed itself in her face, that h/r broths was losing 
the listless attitude to everything which he had indi¬ 
cated of late. Mr. ’Palgrave smiled and remained 
silent . * 

“ Now, Eustace* 1 ” she repeated, but to urge him to 
speak more. *• «* 

Hudson noted the sisterly pride in her manner, 
and in her very w T ords themselves. 

” W&ll, look at this young lady'll ere—Miss D’Arcy, 
I think your kame is ? Don’t turn yoiy* head this 
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way, please ” (ty) Hudson); “ now she a child of 

nature-” * • 

" And a very beautiful child, too,” said Miss Pal- , 
grave. Joanna, who was the nearest of the young 
women to her, blushed’ at being drawn into the 
subject of their* conversation, which she /lid not 
understand. . 

w • • 

" A beautiful,- artless child of nature,*’ continued 
Mr. Palgrave, faying in his monochromatic frottee 
rapidly as he spoke ; " but if she were sitting for 
portraits every day and looking at tlwm continually, 
the life in her would begin to tirnitate the art on the 
canvas ; imitation b> human ifiture of art would soon 
assert itself. 4 ’ 

He worked away silently for some time, and then 
said to his sister, who had turned to Joanna D'Arcv^ 
and another girl named Miranda Jenkins (the daughter 
of the worqan with the l.ttle b^y in the married quar¬ 
ters). ” Whatever we are continually looking at and 
thinking about we partly become ; and if this man 
Hudson—your name is Hudson ?—if he were always 
looking and thinking about painting, and sculpture, 
and the fine ajrts generally, he would fiot look the 
noble buccaneer he does.” # • 

At this Hudson laughed pleasantly,, and Miranda 
Jenkins pinched Joanna’s arm mysteviousty. Thfc 
beautiful, unkempt, red-haired Irish girl looked at her 
companion fron\ Hackney inquiringly. MiTcMida % Jen¬ 
kins whispered to her, “ ’E says as '*jw 'e’s nowble- 
looking somethin’. Yer needn’t git red in thg fice, 
Joanner 1 ” • 

" Is there anything in that Elgin and Tpwnley 
collection of marbles in the British Museum that this 
young lady«here reminds you of ? ” saSd Palgravfc to 
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his sister, turning his eyes for a ivoment towards 
Miranda Jenkins and Joanna D’Xrcy. 

“ Which girl do you megn ? ” said Miss Palgrave. 
Miranda giggled, and Joanna blushed hotly at his 
staring, and turned her head away from Hudson. 

” I nTaan this tall, slender, metropolitan girl; this 
type which it has taken London cen'tyri^s to evolve/* 
“ Now, don r t yer git making no fun o’ me,” said 
Miss Jenkins tartly, and without the*least blush, yet 
her eyes twinkling with pleasure. 

“ Fun ! My dear young lady ! r , You might have sat 
for vour bigst as Atys ;>c Aidoneus, and the way that, 
scarf is drawn around }^ur tlwoat and over your head, 
in somewhat a pyramidal form, heightens the re¬ 
semblance to that bust in the Muse'um.” 

The girl Miranda looked uneasily aV Mr. Palgrave. 
She felt tlrat he might passably be “ poking fun ” at 
her, as she described it aflerVards. * But she tittered 
with pleasure when Constance Palgravft i*iid— 

” It is a very beautiftft head, Miranda, that one in 
the British Museum ; but I hardly think my brother 
does you justice in Comparing it with yours. You 




are much handsomer 1 ” 

' ” You understand what I mean;! ” said Palgrave to 
Hudson. . ** ' 

“ Hudson turned his- head a moment toward Mr. 

« 

Palgrave, and looked at him steadily. “I think I do, 
if tht 1 bust is one of Atys,” lie replied. “ I have not 
quite forgotten my classical mythology.” 

“ AJi ! those wonderful Greeks ! ” said Eustace. 

He sighed, as it seemed, disconsolately. 

“ Ah ! the days of Pericles, the days of .Beauty and 
of Love ! ” He sighed again. ^ 

“/“The hypoirite, and the envious prtide, looking 
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between their ispread fingers—they w<jire there, of 
course. Blit men and women became beautiful 
because thc.y looked on* at unashamedly beautiful 
things. Alas ! that art should have created, with 
all the beautiful religions and moralities, all the ugly 
ultimate insincerities ! Oh ! to begin again ,’v^ith the 
youth of ar% ajnd beauty, and religion ! Oh 1 what 
an age ! What an age we live in ! • 

" How ? Thert: is no dearth of religion to-day, 
surely ? ” said Hudson, but half comprehending. 

" Ah ! you mea 1 ' fonventional morality, I suppose, 
like everybody else ? The GAek religion was joy in 

life, like their art end liOratuie, like their—their-” 

" Yes, dear, go on,” spurred Miss Pal grave, as 
Eustace began to*wipe his brushes on a piece of rag, 
and pour oat Some turpentine into his little dipper., 
Eustace Palgravc sighed, and looked •steadfastly at 
Miranda Jenkins* who returned his stare with another 
as calm and unemotional. 

“ Go on, Eustflce.” 

“ That will do, Hudson, thank yon, until lo-morrow. 

0 # 

The Greeks v r ere fortunate in having no Philistines/’ 

" Le+ me v/pe your brushes, Eustace? Wasn’t St. 
Paul a great Phil: tine, now*? ” • 

“ Yes, but he was three hundred years too iate— 
for the Greeks—Constance/* 

Hudson looked toward the Captain and the fhief 
mate at the otjher end of the poop. Tliey wve in 
close conversation, and the master gyas illustrating 
diagrammatically some nautical problem with w r et 
finger on tlie wheel-box. Hudson lingered a moment, 
and turned to Jogpma D’Arcy and said: “ Have 

you any message for your brother Dominick, Miss 
D’Arcy?”'* 
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“You ki^w my brother, then ? «Is it old friends 
you are ? Or was he speaking about me to you ? ” 
said Joanna, a little flurried at his unexpected address. 
She felt his sight piercing her own downcast eyelids. 

“ Well, we are friends now, miss. I thought you 
might like to send a message.” 

“ Oh, I have plenty to do as much asp that for me, 
thank you,” said Joanna, yet in a maiiner that was not 
intentionally indifferent. 

“ Why don’t yer let ’im give ’im yer love, Joanner,” 
said Mirquda Jenkins, with hir-arm linked in the 
other’s. “Don’t gals’Often send their love to their 
brothers ? ” ' 

“ Tell Dominick I am looking forward to Sunday,” 
said Miss D’Arcy 

~ Now Sunday, after the piidday meal, was the time 
set apart by t}ie regulations /or all emigrants who had 
relatives among the single vJomen to visit them on 
the poop. At ahy oilier* time communication was 
forbidden. Never were' conventual novices so care¬ 
fully watched in the early days of the voyage as were 
these young women. Indeed, as Hudson was speaking 
to Joanna, the' matron, who was knii'ing a pair of 
stockings, sitting by die mizcn-yiast on the deck, 
lookod across to the group, and called out*— 

“ Miranda‘Jenkins, come here ! ” 

Miss Palgrave turned and saw Hudson and Joanna 
standing ‘together. 

Hudson's eyes were full of deep and wondering 
admiration ; any woman could see that. Miss Pal¬ 
grave quickly walked over with her brother’s paint¬ 
brushes in her hand, and joinedv*n the conversation, 
which now related to the projected concert. 

. “ I shall sing*"you a song myself/' said Mi£s Palgrave. 
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“ Oh, Joanna! #let me hook the body op your dress. 
Why, half the hooks are missing ! ” 

“ Your brpther tells me # that you sing divinely. Miss 
D’Arcy ; we shall all be delighted,” said Hudson. 

' “Your brother, ch ? 'And does he sing?” said 
. Miss Palgrave. 

“ He doesfnoj:/ then; but he can make songs, and 
he can play the violin and the organ too ! ” 

“ Oh, ho ! he is very proficient! ” said Miss Pal¬ 
grave, adjusting Joanna’s dress with a couple of pins. 
“ There ! that willed® now ; you look quite proprette, 
I declare ! Well, we shall all assist, even Mr. Hudson, 
I suppose ? ” < m 

“Oh, yes, do!” said Joanna^eagerly, returning 
Hudson’s rapturofis gaze, yet blushing again. 

” The matroi? ses as ’ow ver to not to speak to enny 
of them sailor fellers, Joy.nnt ? r ! ” whisgerad Miranda, 
coming ov«r to the grouj/ (the whisper was very audible 
to all) ; “ bijt don’t yer nrnd.” 

Hudson smileef Miss D’Arty blushed uncomfortably, 
and Miss Palgrave coloured crimson with anger. 

” Really, that woman exceeds*her duty ! ” she said 
sharply. t ■* 

Joanna walked away v^ith dowmeast eyes, and 
Hudson turned to leave* the poop. .Miss Palgrave 
accompanied him * and when* he had descended &n 
the lee side she leaned over the rail q,nd spoke to him 
below oq the quarter-deck. Miranda JeTikins # came 
and leaned over beside beg. She dxhjbited contempt 
for the matron’s injunctions. 

” To-morrow you must gi\&e me the names of all 
those who are goings to sing,” said Miss Palgrave. 

” Dawnce as well,” said Miranda ; ” you should jest 
see my fathter dawnce like the ’talyantoriggins.’ 
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Hudson burned away with, a %mile. Miranda 
Jenkins had one of the most refined, if singularly un- 
' intelligent, faces he had ever seen. There was a 
subtle sexless grace in every,line of her features. She 
seemed one of civilization's strange mistakes. Miss 
PalgravVs loud, cheerful laugh followed him as he 
turned awaay ; and looking over his shoulder he caught 
her glance/and raised his canvas cap. The eyes of 
all on the poop w ; ere fastened on her as she raised her 
hand and w r aved it pleasantly. 

Said the matron to the Captain » “ That sailor man 
seems to have taken th& lady's fancy.” 

Said the Captain jocosely _o the .matron : “ Ladies 
have strange fancies, Matron ; now wiiat do you say 
to Mr. Shackley, eh ? Ho-ho-ho ! ’* 

^ Mr. Shackley, standing by, hearing tiis name spoken, 
turned toward 1 them. <. 

y * 

The matron, a hard-featured woman, w r hfc had been 
successively a spinster sch<V>l-teacher, a fnarried mid¬ 
wife, and a widow in cfiarge of emigrant girls, per¬ 
mitted the corners her lips to r^lax a little. 

Mr., Shackley rubbed his unshaven chin, and held 
his head sideways in his usual manner.* 
u “ Oh, it’s nothing, Mr. Shackley/' said the Captain, 
winking at-the matron. V Here’s ' Biduy ’ ! Well, 
'Biddy/ and*w r ould y.o'ti like your portrait painted ? 

Joanna D’Arcy took the Captain’s banter pleasantly. 
She simply replied, ” I see you have auiame for me.” 

” Why, yoii’m all ‘ Biddys,’ ” said the matron, with 
a harsh guffaw. "‘Biddys’ from Paddy’s land. 
However, you are among white folk now.” 

Whereas the banter of the Captjlin, how r ever wanting 
1 in the rudiments of good ta.ste, was of a kindly quality, 
f he/words of tfie matron w T erc, the girl felt, those of 
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a natural enemy.* But she did not retort/and turned 
to Miss Palgrave and Miranda (who had come across 
the deck) with a mute gesture of indifference. But 
her eyes were bright with # anger. 

“ What are you saying to Joanna ? ” said Miss 
•Palgrave. 

“ Ladies flat* -I have known usually mind their 
own business,” replied the matron. 

The Captain interposed. ” Will you take a walk 
before tea, Miss Palgrave ? Has your brother gone 
below ? Reading Hitfnch novels after his hgrd work, 
I suppose ? Ha-ha-ha ! ” 

He drew Miss ikilgra.e away .from the matron; 
and Hie Doctor coming on deck afothat moment, the 
three walked the poop together. 

Thus it came about thgt the painting of Patrick 
Hudson’s picture was the cause of the ffont feud aboard 
the Young* Pretender. Down in the after ’tween-deck 
the matron discussed Miss Palgrave; and Joanna was 
silent. For the first time in her life the young woman 
from Kilnatubber foli an agitation # within her bosom 
which forbade, as it seemed beyond, self-examination. 
There might b*an Element of doubt in Miss Palgrave’s 
'affected friendship * T>ut the^mn Hudson had sounded 
her soul’s ‘deeps, and she trusted unquestioning. 
Joanna did not attach the idea flattery* to the image 
of Hudson ; for her own womanly vanity set it dpwn 
instantly as unaffected admiration. Ancf whei* the 
matrop, with a kind of «, hypercritical compassion, 
referred to Joanna as Miss Palgrave's “ warning- 
pan/' and everybody tittered nit the table, the young 
woman, sitting at tbf 1 next table eating her bre$d-and- 
butter and drinking her tea, smiled as she listened and 
heard. The matron’s metaphor ma^ have moanf 
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something different to the young wtmen than to the 
ex-midwife herself—indeed, such labels of spite have ' 
often no clear meaning whatever-—but Joanna D’Arcy’s 
red hair, that Miss Palgrave admired, and which 
Joanna herself could see Patrick Hudson admired 
still i-??ure, was in itself sufficient to make the matron's 
words a standing jest for the future,, ( i^fter this, girls 
would no doubt come below to the matron with such 
scraps of news from the deck as, ” Miss Palgrave is 
warming herself with Joanna as usual,” or, " That 
sailor man Hudson looks as if he, would like to warm 
himself too l ” * * 

,v • i 

Miranda Jenkins spoke bp* min/d very freely, but 
without any colouring of personal dislike* She 
seemed strangely removed from 1 all those stresses 
and strains of the passions which, in a society such 
as that aboard the Young Pretender , undermine the 
fabric of convention. Miranda, in the first minute 
of acquaintance with Joanna, had said/'I like you; 
you’re Hirish, ain’t yer ? I like Hifish and Hitalians. 
'Ow old re you ? I'm nineteen. Did you ever 'ave 
a young man ? i never seed one I’d like to walk out 
with, did you? Why, I’d rather l*ye a gal enny 
• day I” And Joanna h*id felt very uncomfortable 
forfew minutes. But Mirandas total lack of good 
taste was already recommending itself, as it were, to 
tlu^ Irish girl's K natural love of sincerity. Miranda 
was t om>*\?ho could nrver become aQ enen^y. From 
the matrons tpa-lable, tlp.1 second dog-watch* when 
the conversation was growing quite epithetical, she 
called across to Joanna, " Were a-talkm’ about you , 
we're, givin' of yer a ^haricte:, and I ’ope 
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deserved, Miranda, who heard it indistinctly, cried 
# aloud that they all had to get characters before, they 
were granted a passage. “.But,” she added, “ I never 
knew as you ’ad a charicter, Matron; did you ’ave 
t'o get one too ? ” And all the other girls burst out 
laughing; not will*, but at, the matron this tiijffr 
The matrons face grew harder, and, rapping on the 
table, she said grace with much unction. «They were 
all, nominally, Frotestsfnt girls, and as such, shared 
her table, and occasionally an additional luxury in the 
way of preserves for*t<?a or pickles for dinner^ When 
the girls at the other tables individually # whispered 
thanksgiving andv:oveftV bh*sse t d themselves with 
the sign of the cross (for few did it openly), the matron, 
to show by contract how the good English Protestant 
conducted herseff at table, always prayed aloud in a 
high-pitched voice, so that all in the * ’tween-decks 
might heai* her <Jistinctl*y. She had attempted the 
introduction oL a' hymn at th*e conclusion of the evening 
meal; but Mirarfda Jenkins*had made the attempt 
abortive. Her fits o£ giggling were contagious, and 
they spread even to the other tables near the matron's. 
To after remo7?ctraiPion, Miranda had responded that 
when the matron’s upper teefh persisted in falling* 
down in the*middle of a v«rse, it put the girls aJJ^out 
of tune. To the matron’s own severe words of rcr- 
proval she responded that she did pot “ know k>w 
it was, d'.yer know, but she always felt tidkksh ^fter 
tea.” ^ * * . 

No, from Miranda the young woman from IJilna- 
tubber expected no enmity; but there were two or 
three girls from her £>wn part of Ireland who curried 
favour with the matron, and from one of these she 
had already deceived a pin-prick, as it \#ere, of maUpe^ 
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something different to the young wtmen than to the 
ex-midwife herself—indeed, such labels of spite have 
often no clear meaning whatever—but Jo?.nna D’Arcy’s 
red hair, that Miss Palgrave admired, and which 
Joanna herself could see Patrick Hudson admired 
still jtTure, was in itself sufficient to make the matron’s 
words a standing jest for the future,,, ^fter this, girls 
would no doubt come below to the matron with such 
scraps of news from the deck as, “ Miss Palgrave is 
warming herself with Joanna as usual/' or, “ That 
sailor man Hudson looks as if he, would like to warm 
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himself too I ” * 1 

Miranda Jenkins spoke uiin,d very freely, but 
without any colouring of personal dislike. She 
seemed strangely removed from all those stresses 
and strains of the passions which, in a society such 
as that aboard the Young Pretender , undermine the 
fabric of convention. Miranda, in the first minute 
of acquaintance with Joanna, had said*“I like you; 
you're Ilirish, ain’t yer ? I like Hifish and Hitalians. 
’Ow old 're you ? I’m nineteen. Did you ever ’ave 
a young man ? 1 never seed one I'd like to walk out 

with, did you? Why, I’d rather l*ve a gal enny' 
• day I ” And Joanna h^id felt very uncomfortable 
for few minutes. But Miranda s total lack of good 
taste was akeady recommending itself, as it were, to 
tlm Irish girl’s, natural love of sincerity. Miranda 
was«onc.\iho could never become a$ enemy. From 
the matron’s tea-table, tljat second dog-watch, when 
the conversation was growing quite epithetical, she 
called across to Joanna, “We’re a-talkin’ about you, 
Joanner ; we’re givin’ of yer a ycharictej., and I ’ope 
you’ll "like it.” And when the matron said, under 
hej; breath, thH it was a better character‘than Joanna 
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deserved, Miranda, who heard it indisti/ctly, cried 
* aloud that they all had to get characters before, they 
were granted a passage. “ # But,” she added, u I never 
knew as you ad a charicter, Matron; did you ’ave 
to get one too ? ” And all the other girls burst out 
laughing; not witfi, but at, the matron this tigWT 

The matrons face grew harder, and, rapping on the 
table, she said grace with much unction. .They were 
all, nominally, Protestant girls, and as such, shared 
her table, and occasionally an additional luxury in the 
way of preserves for*t<?a or pickles for dinner^ When 
the girls at the other tables «mdividually # whispered 
thanksgiving and vcovcfpy bltlsed themselves with 
the sign of the cross (for few did it openly), the matron, 
to show by contract how the good English Protestant 
conducted herself at table, always prayed aloud in a 
high-pitched voice, so that all in the^ 'tween-decks 
might heap her distinctly* Sue had attempted the 
introduction of a hymn at th*e conclusion of the evening 
meal; but Miraifda Jenkins'had made the attempt 
abortive. Her fits o£ giggling were # contagious, and 
they spread even to the other tables near the matron’s. 
To after remoTsrtrafion, Miranda had res'ponded that 
when the matron'scupper teefh persisted in falling* 
down in the'middle of a wsc, it put the girls alj^out 
of tune. To the matron’s own severe words of re¬ 
proval she responded that she did pot " know W 
it was, d'.yer knt)w, but she always felt ti&lish after 
tea.” ^ 

No, from Miranda the young woman from IJilna- 
tlibber expected no enmity; but there were two or 
three girls from her *>wn part of Ireland who curried 
favour with the matron, and from one of these she 
had already deceived a pin-prick, as it tie re, of maljpe^ 
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When the\)octor and Captain made their morning 
round that day the matron reported that a half-used 
candle had been found stuck to the headboard of 
Joanna’s ftunk, indicating that she had been reading in 
bed the night before, after the time for lights to be 
extinguished. And, as all naked lights were strictly 
forbidden, Joanna D'Arcy was sevond\l l reprimanded. 
The information was supplied to the^matron by a girl 
who slept in an adjacent bunk, who refrained from 
explaining that Miranda Jenkins had lit the candle 
and fixed it herself on what \vAs«the footboard of her 
bunk, so that both Joanna and she might read in bed 
when the Hackney girl dnulged die position of her 
own pillow to the,t‘oot of her brink. But Miranda was 
on deck when the Doctor made Ins round, so Joanna 
. bore the reproof singly. ( 

“ Do yOu 'ynow what would happen if the candle 
burnt down to the board, lind you wav asleep ? ” 
said the Doctor. r " ° 1 

“ We should all be burnt to death,*" cried the matron. 


" The ship might,take fire,” ^id the Captain, ” and 
we have only six boats, holding twenty-in each.” 

“ Oh, goodness me ! ” cried the imfcron wbh riglit- 


*eous wrath, “ such a viokod yoijpg woman should he 
S r> v ^ely punished when the ship reaches port.” 


* “ Easy, Mhtron, er,Ay there ! wf: haven’t set fire to 
th© ship yet,” *said the Captain; “ find I’ll thank 
you* to be more careful in looking y.fter the girls of 
a night.” * v 

When Miranda Jenkins came below again she had 


found Joanna in tears,"sitting by herself in the darkest 
corner of the ’tween-deck. She* was holding a hand¬ 


kerchief to her mouth, as the manner of women goes 
.when they cr^, the eyes being beautiful when first 
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wet with tears, hut the mouth wrinklcd-oand ugly. 

•When Miranda had discovered the cause of her com¬ 
panion’s wounded pride, the London girl went to the 
matron and confessed that it was herself ^ who had 
broken the regulations, atfd not Joanna. And Miss 
D’Arcy, who could bear them speaking, noto4~the 
matron’s mild r tones of remonstrance, and compared 
them witli those she assumed when many oj the Irish 
girls were concenled. •* 

When they had finished their evening meal, many 

going on deck, som^ Lair or five girls would gather 

round the matron (as fVy werodoing this dog-watch) 

and discuss the events «oI the^Jav. As Ioanna as- 

• > J 

cendexj the ladder leading 10 the fore-cabin above, she 
heard her own name coupled with that of Hudson. 
The voire speakfng was that of the black-haired girl 
with the calm, majestic fbcC and blun-green eyes, 
the girl froyi Kerry, who, had b f, en spoken of by Miss 


Palgrave to hpr*biother as a brunette—” mysterious, 
regal,” with ” something Asiatic, something Greek 
about her.” And as Joanna slowly ascended the 
ladder she felt,some pleasure in tlfmking of the Kerry 
"“girl’s incipient growth of hair on her uppcA lip. That 
afternoon on the poop the park young woman had* 
been watching Joanna closely. It was ^shg who Jnad 
told tlie matron a halt the candle. Whs?t would be 
the depth of the next unkindness ? They were no 
longer discussing Miss Palgrave or her brotfior ; ^icy 
were talking about herself. ^As she •reached the fore- 
cabin %he halted a moment on her way to the upper 
ladder, and listened, being as yiuch a woman as*any 
of her sex. She beaijjd the matron laugh contemptu¬ 
ously, and the. Kerry girl say in a loud whisper* “ In¬ 
deed, and id's true ! dey were making eyes at e^cl^ 
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other. I ^wouldn't wonder if she «went to the bad 
completely when she leaves the boat ! ” 

Joanna ascended the fore-cabin companion-ladder 
very slowly. She had heard enough. Her cheeks 
were hot with indignant pride. What act of her could 
hav-w*ctirred such thoughts in another woman’s mind ? 
Act of her ? Ah I was it not rather son]“thing unacted 
within the other girl ? The uncharitableness of it 
made her feel quite sick at heart. Thank God ! she 
had a brother on the ship ; that was a consoling 
thought. •- 

When she joined the. rest of the young women on the 
poop the sky was &>lazc iT w ; th colour. The further 
south the ship sailed the more beautiful the evening 
skies seemed to get. Miss Palgrace and her brother, 
who was smoking a cigar, were leaning over the taff- 
rail and talking to each dtlfier. One of the Irish girls 
was sitting on the saloon, skylight and playing a 
melodeon ; two others v r ere playing quoits with the 
Captain and Doctor. The second mate, whose watch 
it now was, walked athwart ships at the break of the 
poop, not to interfere with the game. A dozen or 
more girls were perambulating the lee^ide, arm in arm, 
six or more linked together, jostling one another 
laughing, jesting, and singing. ^ Two cxr three more 
Vere seated on the .grating behind the man at the 
wheel, knitting ^stockings ; and one of them had just 
pressed firneedle against the leg of the"quarter-master, 
who seemed to like the sensation, and who was grin¬ 
ning at the familiarity. Miranda Jenkins wa i alone, 
stan&ing by the mizgn shrouds and gazing at the 
evening sky. To her Joanna wejit immediately. 

" You’re all alone, Miranda ! " 

Yes ; ain’^t the sky lovely like ? ** 
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“ It is, surely; it’s more than I can say ifer some on 
* the ship." • 

"My! you’re a lovely ^al, ain't yer ? And I ain’t 
so bad, am I ? What’s the Ole Chicken b(*n a-doin* 
ranv, Joanner ?" 

The “ Old Chicken ’’ was Miranda’s pet name^fOxThe 
matron. 

“ Sure, there are others on the boat besides the 
Old Chicken," safd Joanna. 

" Now, don’t you mind ’em, Joanner. Look at all 
them fish skimmin’ jiteng on top of the water ; the 
secon’ mate says as ow thern^»flyin'-fish. 1 wonder 
if they’re good to*gat. *3^:t's an’ ast ’im. Come 
on, iny dear ! *" 

The second mate* during his watch on deck seldom 
spoke to anybody but the crew, except in short answer 
to a question. The two pAs ^oon grew•tired of this 
one-sided eclogue* and then interested themselves 
in the doings qf If he main desk. 

Amidships a number of meb, emigrants and crew, 
were glaying a game in which horse-play was pre¬ 
dominant, and skill unimportant. *A long queue, 
•the first man in^whith was blindfolded, ranged itself 
fore and ait. One in the row # of players would spring 
out of it and*buffet the blindfolded man on the e zr t 
right or left. The raan thus struck would then, if I 16 
could, after taking off the handkerchief, come dcuyi 
the queue and pick out the man whom h£ thought 
was th£ striker. 3f successful in flndjng the right 
man, t?ie latter took his place in front to be buffeted 
in turn. The men would continually change theii 
positions (sometimes § immediately after striking), 
and by the time the eyes were unfolded it was’quite 
impossible to gudge the cause of any ch^ige, for three 
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or four o.hers than the striker tyould alter their 
positions at the same time. Some of the heavier 
and more resounding slaps of the palms on the man’s 
check could be heard on flie poop. A heavy north- 
country miner had just sent Beady the butcher-bey 


sear"an reeling across the deck to the spare spars by 
the bulwarks. • 

" Lor ! ” cried Miranda, " what a*big brute ; and 


sich a nice young feller with +he ’ankercher, too ! ” 


There was no other mail tliere with a hand like the 


miner's. Beady immediately picked out the north- 
countryman, who took his place. Poor Beady went 
to the end 6f the queue holding his hand to his crimson 
ear, looking dazed* as well lie might. The crowd of 
onlookers, men and women, laughed at every blow. 
Dominick D’Arcy sat on the pin-rail, with his feet on 
a spare spar,. watching tin .game like the rest. When 
he looked toward the poop Joanna waved her hand, 
and he returned,the gestyre. The norjh-countryman 
was now receiving buffets, the origin of which lie 
failed again and again to discover. The weight of the 
other men’s hands was fairly uniform. Everybody 
sliouied with delight as his face grpw redder and redder, 
,.and at length quite purple. 

" I doant saay tha be a loiar<~lad,” he said angrily 
Kfjtludson, ,who had just sfiook his head, when singled 
out as the last^strik&g “ but 'tis in rny thowts.” 

v “ Well, you’re wrong again, man ! ' said Hudson. 
Bu! the north-countryman was evidently suspicious 
of the honesty of the whole queue. At the next 
buffet he turned round fiercely, and tearing off the 
handkerchief, he savagely seizec^upon Hudson. Hud¬ 
son larughed, and admitted it was a correct guess. 

^ Aye 1 tli^i dursent gi' ma th' loy this toime. 
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lad ! M he cried, pulling Pat out ot the row land giving 
• him the handkerchief. . 

Hudson looked nettled at the man's doubting words. 
The rest cried out that tire miner had bcen*wrong the 
time before. Indeed, it Rad been Bill, the quarter¬ 
master, standing rfbxt to Hudson, who had strusVthe 

blow. m 

• • • 

But the north-country miner was losing fris temper. 
He stepped forward fmm his place, fomth from the 
front, and with his bioad list, with its great bony 
fingers closed (not ogxtn, according to the rules of the 
game), struck Hudson a savage, powerful blow that 
made him stagger intone arms of one of the by¬ 
standers. 

” Sliame ! sham?; ! ” cried Dominick D’Arcy and 
others, while th? majority only laughed. An Irish¬ 
man cried, “ Good man '* the holy ! What a 
fist!" * 

“ Oil ! ” cricyl-Joanna, on the poop,." that big black¬ 
guard should not •ire allowed'*to play. I declare Mr. 
Hudson’s ear is bleeding ! See ! There's Dominick 
wiping it with his handkerchief.” * 

When # Hudson had somewhat recovered himself, 
he walked over to the nor^h-countryman and took, 
him by the arm. 

" You used your closed fist, myrfriend, did you not ? if 

“ I dunno, lad,” said the miner. # ^ 

“ In dee ^1, ancf you did,” said D’Arcy, " rrfbse sh^me 
to yoi^l ” „ 

” You also called me a liar,” said Hudson. 

♦ 

“ Aye ! I thowt it ; an’ I ha’ paw doot of it, or what 
maakes tha look sa mad ? ” 

” It was not play, but malice,” said Hudson. 

Take that.'* And he struck the miner^ sudden blow. 
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in the month, which knocked out ft. couple of front 
teeth. 

" Fair play, boys ; fair, play 1 ” shouted Bill, the 
quarter-master ; “ give Vm room ! ” 

" I’ll ’it the fust bloke as hintyfeers 1 " shouted 
little Beady, dancing about madly. 

" I yoost mind my own beesness/hsa'd Olsen, who 
was sitting on the rail working at his •'wool mat. 

“ Oh ! separate them ! separate them ! Oh, dear 
God ! dear God ! Poor Mr. Hudson will be killed, 
surely ! vcried Joanna, the teats starting to her (yes, 
She turned and p>p l her head against Miranda’s 
shoulder, not to see the fighting,* Miranda hushed 
her cries ; but thp commotion on the main deck had 
now attracted the attention of the second mate, who 
went forward to restore ^order. Then the Captain, 
Doctor, Mr. palgrave, and every girl 011 deck, crowded 
to the break of the poop, pushing and pulling each 
other to get a glimpse of die lighting! Miranda drew 
Joanna away, and told her it was‘frothing, and that 
the Captain wou]d stop it. 

“ Oh ! tell him to ; tell him ! ” sobbed Joanna. 
" Oh ! I can hear the blows ! ” 4 

But the Captain was already shouting to the second 
-s:.h.te to bung both of the men aft. That officer had 
proceeded very leisurely toward the scene of the 
combat ; he had seen many .such in his time, and 
believed in the homoeopathic doctrine that like cures 
like. By the .time he arrived on the scene the cure 
had.*-nearly been effected ; and when he pushed his 
way through the ring-of men he found Hudson with 
a very bloody face leaning over'the scuppers, his fore¬ 
head upon liis bent arm resting on the pin-rail ; and 
the north-cou \tryman lying on the deck with swollen 



“ACT OF GOD 1 ’ 


”5 


lips, and with a wound in the back of his head, caused 
by a ring-bolt against which if had struck wlfen his 
feet were tripped by thccnimbler seaman; and they 
had fallen together, locked in each other’s grip. 

" The sun was now set, and the light was failing, 
the Captain had eyes as keen as the youngest* aboard. 
He could see C) expression of sympathy for the seaman 
in most of the faces present on the maid deck, and 
when he turned to those about him he noted Joanna’s 
alarm in addition. He turned over in his mind the 
form of reprimand bf s st suited to the occa ;ion, and 
waited, silent and patient, at t ifr poop raiWor the two 
men. Presently they txnh came dt, with the whole 
ship’s^company and the emigiants, tilling the quarter¬ 
deck from rail to rail. The Captain coughed im¬ 
portantly, hesitated, then.coughed again. He had 
nothing to say, after all, that was evident. 

“ What have you been doing ? ” cried Miss Pal- 
grave, leaning* down over the rail / “ you look dis¬ 
gracefully interesting.” 

“ Thank you,” saPUIudson, finding through the 
smeared blood around his mouth ; “ 1 feel«so, disgrace¬ 
ful, at loast.” 

,f Ah ! ” cried the Captain* finding his voice, “ ah ! 
yes ! disgraceful, that’s it, rny man. I’ve a good mf?rd*' 
to log you, striking a pa*— er—an emigrant, I mean ^ 
disgraceful; an*!, er—it looks as if he is hujt, too K" 

" I hope he is,” said Joanna to Miranda, beliind*the 
Captahi’s back. * • 

The Kerry girl, who had just come on deck, * was 
standing near by, and looked cufiously at Miss D’Arcy. 

“ Yes " continued tne Captain, smiling at Hudson— 
when, strange to relate, the whole crew smiled in unison, 
as it were—yes, you've hurt him ; yah had no right? 
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to give a big man a fall like that; w-hy, you might— 
you rrfight have killed him ! " 

“ Indeed^ and he descrvesdo be killed,"«said Joanna, 
her eyes quite dry now ; " Ijie hit Mr. Hudson first—I 
sawjiim.” 

The Gaptain looked over his shoulder. " Sli-sh ! 
said he, " keep quiet." . » * 

Then he*ordered all hands forward, with a general 
reprimand in the following terms : “ I won’t have 
fighting aboard my ship, and if I see any more of it, 
I’ll put both men in irons." 1 ' 

As the C&ptain, like/tne second mate, only saw what 
he wished to see in cases of‘this kmd, it was probable 
the " irons " wouAd rust for want of use. However, 

i 

the master had done his duty ; he had reprimanded 

the offenders. The pres^ryce of passengers demanded 

that he should. He turned' and walked thi deck with 

* 

the Doctor and Mr. Palgravc/ It was nov* quite dusk, 
and would soon be dark/ second dog-watch “ three," 
for ” seven bells " (half-past seven o'clock) was struck, 
and many of the young went below. Miss 

Palgmve rqmained behind with Miranda Jenkins, 
Miss D’Arcy, and the Kerry girl/Bridget Slattery, 

“ We have half an Iigui longer," said Bridget; ‘Ad’s 
T 5 vty half-past seven. Glory be, Joanna, what’s the 
matter with your eyes ? " 

I see pothing the matter," said Miss Palgrave. 

<r Well, they look queer enough to-night," said the 
Kerry girl, "ddave you bqen rubbing them with your 
hands, or what ? " 

“ ’Ow mitey inquisitive we are, Bridget Slatt’ry," 
said Miranda. 

“ Inquisitive, is id ? And what would I be inquisitive 
'for ? Sure, we can all cry sometimes, I suppose." 
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" Cry ? " excluimcd Miss Palgrave ; why, what 
are you talking about ? " * 

The Kerry girl tossed feer head and laughed. Her 
metallic eyes glittered with interior fire. Joanna 
alone felt the spite dormant in the affected merrirnept. 
The Kerry girl so seldom laughed. 

"Oh, Bridget/.’ said Miss Palgrave, " you do look 
beautiful in the # twilight, when you show* your teeth 
and throw back your head like that. It is a revelation! 
Won't you let my brother paint you ? " 

" Indeed? and I vifl not ! " replied Bridget. “ I'll 
leave that to others dat likes A. Is id nv.ke a show 
of myself, the same as so?uc I know you want me to ? ” 
She vsalked to the fore-cabin comj*anion-ladder, still 
tossing her head and laughing strangely. 

" She’s a queer girl,” sajd Joanna, relieved at her 


departure. * 

" She has' a very handsome, face,” said Miss Palgrave, 
"and how it 9 can change rtf; Olympian majesty for 
something passionately human ! But you have no¬ 
thing to be jealous of Vann a ; yymvwn is as charm¬ 
ing as a Venetian lady’s of the fifteenth qenturyw" 

“ It was not h r fal e I was thinking of," said Joanna, 
wondering at Miss Palgrave’s meaning. ** 

" What about my lyce ? " interposed Miranda ; "4t 
ain’t bad for a mungerl, is it ? " 9 * 

" My brother was admiring it only this evening, 
Miranda but tell me what Bridget Slattery m^ant 
when *he spoke of somebody crying." * 

" Oh, I dunno," said Miranda ; " she’s all mysteri¬ 
ous-like always." • 

But Miss Palgrave needed no information ; stic had 
the eyes of a 'woman. But she certainly had culti¬ 
vated the tolerant good-nature of tb&se who have 
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travelled al5out Europe all their “lives. Pier own 
interest in men was (she explained to herself) an 
aesthetic one. She took an * aesthetic interest in man¬ 
kind—she'cared little for # the spirituality of man, 
or of woman, indee d, except it had a visible expression 
through the flesh. An ugly saint to her was a con¬ 
tradiction in terms ; a beautiful sinner,t a wiong way 
of putting *a right thing. When she looked through 
her brothel’s astheric eyes (and she looked through 
them at everything) she only saw beauty or ugliness ; 
morahty*Wds but a word in a coh\*entional Vocabulary. 
She had set n a tiger tfricc tear a tamer in a cage at a 
circus. She screamed at first with the rest of the 


people ; but, in a. second, she cried: “ Oh, isn’t tlie 
beast grand ! Eustace, just look at his pose ! Oh, 
isn't it a shame to burn^hyn with that red-hot iron ! ” 
When the tanker had staggered out of the cage, bleeding 
profusely, and fell fainting in the arena, ’she clapped 
her hands, like we are tol^ 1 did the womeipof the Neronic 
period in the Roman amphitheatre. 

" Well,” said JVlis^ Consta^ci* Palgrave, as she put 
her arm arcymd Joanna’s waist, “ Mr. Pludson should, 
have washed his face, I think." IsSie not hand¬ 
some man ? Don’t you* think so, dear ? And that 
*ofcher man ’has suc h a clumsy figure ! Ciurnsy people 
always fail !* He’s like a—what H he like ? ” 

*" I cannot teil what he may be like^.Miss Palgrave ; 
it ri all the same to me ; but I don't know in* the world 


what would Mr. Hudson fghting for with s'tock an 
omaflhaun as that other man.” 


“ Why, who would you have him fight ? ” said Miss 
Palgrave slyly. 

“ Gh, faith ! Fighting is bad business for any one ; 
**vhat would I fcave him fighting for at all ? ” 
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“ I don’t knov', dear ; but men seem .ti delight in 
settling tlieir differences that way,” said Miss Palgrave 
indifferently ; then she whjspcied softly, “ Why should 
you cry about it, my dear ? Tell me, were*you fright¬ 
ened ? 

“Is it me cry ? Indeed, I did not, then. W-hat 

« _ 

should I trouble about one of the sailors for ? ” said 
Joanna, affecting a tone of indiffci ence hei^elL 

“ Oh, Joanna*' Joaima ! ” exclaimed Miss Palgrave, 
smiling, giving up the inquisition in despair even 
before she had said .half the things in her mind. 

“ Let me do up vour hair*.dear ! It Ls positively 
towzled, like a bunch c f red seaweed! Then 4 , that’s 
better ! How caitlcss of your good looks you seem 
to be, dear ! ” • x 

“ Ach ! I'll sf>on be in bed ! ” said Joanna. 

Presently Miss Paigrave *safd : “ Do ytm know what 
an old Irivh servant of my mother used to tell me 
when I was fi child ? Sir" used to say * One’s own 
story is everybody's.’ 

“ ‘ A sgcal jew sgeal gach aoinne ” said Joanna. 

“ Faith ’ that’s true for her ! Bht f have no story ! " 

“ Is that Ir ,h you are speaking ? ” *said Eustace 
Palgrave, joining his sister # at the moment, the Ca-f*r 
tain and Doctor ontinumg their promenade by 
themselves. 

“ Speak sorrje, Joanna ! Let us hear a few word 5 '/ '* 
said Miss Palgrave. 

“y]Lnd for you to be making fun oj me ! Indeed, 
and I will not,” said Joanna quickly. “ flome, 
Miranda ! ” she called to thaj girl, who was looking 
at the first weak gleams of the moon on the darken¬ 
ing waves. -She walked across the deck and touk, 
Miranda’s arm ; and the poop bell at that moment 
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being struck by a boy—eight belte—the two girls 
went below with the other emigrants ; and the matron 
(after a close scrutiny o£ the persons remaining, 
followed w?ch her jingling keys, and locked the hatch¬ 
way door behind her. 

'""riuiTi ! she’s a strange girl/’ said Mr. Palgrave 
to his sister; “fine hair, nice skin. Hit decidedly 
beefy about* the hips.” 

“ Yes, she’s of the voluptuous type; there is 
something in the character of her eyes that I don’t 
quite understand ; but the coIoYlf of then!, Eustace ? 
They a<re npt blue, not; grey, nor green, nor brown ! 
They are all of those colour's in concentric rings ! 
They arc wonder/ul eyes, and so soft, so liquid ! 
And her- mouth is like the Blessed Damozel’s ; and 
her hair, like burnished copper reflecting a setting 
sun ! 

“ Yes,” said Eustace languidly, “ shc^ has good 
points, I admit, and I Ijky her slatternly style, too. 
I think I shall make a study of her head. Is that 
Hudson on the main deck, forward there ? He is 
washing his face in a bucket. Fine effect, that group 
in this light, isn’t it, dear ? ” K 

“ And look at that ,nnn lighting his pipe,” said 
Palgrave,- drawing his'gaze Ai another direction ; 
<f look at the glow oii his face 1 Ahd the faint moon¬ 
light on the corner of that big sail behind him ; and 
the last of the sun’s rays in the sky, above the water ! 
And the west if quite daiik ! What a strange (tflect! 
I suppose the sun will be setting earlier every day 
that we draw nearer to the Equator. I delight in 
hot weather, and long nights at slea with golden stars, 
don’t you, dear ? What a soft, subtle light still 
trembles in thf east; and the west so' dark ! See 
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9 it higher up, nearer the moon ; so soft? so pure ! 
Look below at the water just beginning to catch the 
moon-rays or the summit each swell as it rolls 
toward us ! Yet it is not a moonlight effect exactly, 
for there is the light of tfie sun in it still. How un¬ 
common ! Fill your eyes with it, Eustace, de-^r; 
sleep with itjajipl rise in the morning and paint it 
from memory." 

Eustace Palgrave yaftvned. He had heard all this 
before ; it was an echo of himself—in the past tense. 

His sistei**continu*',<t: “ See in this direction again ; 
everything near at hand abo*wrd the ship, notjdark 
and solid now, b’wt pale almost transparent. It is 
changing, even as we look ! Look at that dim form 
of a woman sitting on a spar, with an aqjvola of 
visible air aroufid her ; what atmosphere, Eustace ! 
AH vulgarity is lost in fiiis transforming twilight. 
Make strong mental notes of the tones and values, 
dear : it is wtntli it. Ah !> if I could only paint it ! 
like you will, won't you, dear ? ” 

" Hum ! ” said Eus tace , “ rather good atmospheric 
conditions, I admit; quite a ^presentalive Typer, 
I declare ! Ho / nature does imitate art,*does it*not ? 

•Why, an hour ago, the spnset was a second-ra*A 

Turner, as >*mng Ed&ar Wyse would say.T 

He playfully paited his enthusiastic sister on the 

back, and thep went below to rest himself on thj 

lounge-settee in his state room, and to read, 4: o repeat 

the-Lfhotions that filled him with joy, through the 

vehicle of art alone ; in this case the art of a French 

- minor poet. In a few moments he was burning‘with 

a strong passion fof a woman he had never seen, 

and who probably never existed; and the 'ecstasy 

of it would "keep him awake for hours. He would 

* 
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probably All aslocp on the settee warn out, as it were, 
with the passion for the unattainable, with the sorrow 1 
for the death of her he loved for life in w a moment of 
emotion, snd with an immensity of self-pity that 
seemed to purge the sorrow' 6f its semblance to remorse. 
T«-him art was the source of his j’oy in the only life 
that he knew'; the life of perpetual imagination, 
where facts were facts because they could not be 
demonstrated like mathematical lies. And there¬ 
fore he held them true. 

On deck his sister laughed *aad talked with the 
Captain, the mate, and,the Doctor. Robust, cheerful, 
still young, educated, traveled, Miss Palgrave loved 
life for the joy it brought her ; she would not-rr-nay, 
she could not—‘permit it to biing sorrow'. Her 
temperament wus similar to her bro’dier’s ; but her 
constitution *w T as difftlen't. Never having experi¬ 
enced any of the pains of life, she Could sot compre¬ 
hend them in others. Her ^brother had known physical 
suffering, and life to him w'as a thing to be avoided 
in its callous horse-play with the nerves ; but Con¬ 
stance Palgrave loved life, because it had given her 
perfect licaltn, a keen mind, a frpsh jink cheek, and 
jyhitc, sound teeth. Il^r one altruistic part—the , 
only part of this nature tltfit sh£ had ewer played in 
Tier life—wa? sympathy for her brother. She had 
diQpn always beside him since they were children. 
She would •'have had him a great painter ; ^ and her 
constant desire was to stipulate him with suggestions 
and proposals, that he might never lack subjects for 
work: In Paris, years ^before, she had (though in her 
teens) played the part of housekeeper—or rather 
studio-keeper—with the help of a domestic servant, 
so that she might be near liim after his day’s work at 
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Colarossi’s or Julian’s. She had given dinners in the 
large studio, and suppers in the smaller dining-room, 
to a dozen of artists at g time, insisting, with her 
acquired and irreproachable Bohemianisnv that they 
should bring their female* acquaintance to the feast. 
From them, and her brother, she had acquired ny>;:h 
of the jargorp of # painting, and a little insight into 
art. When the -brother's health had negded travel 
to sunnier winters limn Parisian, with their cold, 
grey skies, she had accompanied him to Syria, to 
Southern 1 toady, to «Sfeily, to Egypt, herself full of 
physical energy, of joy in life,love for her brother. 
Of what compla^t Ikr# brother suffer* c; she had 
never. decided, nor had it been necessary to visit 
but one doctor. That one, in London, had s^id that 
her brother needed climatic warmth and change of 
scene ; and as they had both the moans to obtain 
these thing , thert was no obstacle to prevent them. 
They had reMivTs and wearily connections in several 
lands. They had* been. orphans since their childhood, 
and had years since inherited their patrimonies; 

** * dl *1> + * ^ 

their guardian’s control had erased when Eustace 
(the younger) had jeached the age of f twenty-one. 
They were autocrats of they* own destinies to act 
tb r y chose. • And tbfcy bofh chose to travel, and so, 
perhaps, to see th<* world: Eiwtace, for.the purpr>&e 
of avoiding i^s winters; Constance, to be ahvavs 
with hiry, who had become a habit as* well as a 

broiler. _ * 

* * * 

Perhaps the true world of men and women living 
in the one of make-believe is qpt accessible to such as 
these two; or but in %udden gleams—in moments that 
come and go-like the flash of a mirror, reflecting for 
an instant a # phase of childhood. For, with Eustace 
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Palgrave, Ihe emotions of the imagination had usurped 
those of daily experience ; and with his sister life 
was a song of joy which was set to no music of immor¬ 
tality. 

Yet the very selfishness of their natures contained 
wYchin itself less power for evil than the complicated 
intentions of struggling souls who envied them. The 
potentiality for evil is commensurate with the depth 
of character, as the depth of the ocean is with its 
power to hold its terrible secrets. And this brother 
and sister were like the shaSaws of « tidal sea, 
in which, f if we steid upon an eminence high 
enough, we can discern every turn of the current 
by the direction of the clearly visible weeds ?t the 
bottom.- 

But at this moment is not Miss "Palgrave jesting 
with the Captain about the ills of life ? And the 
Captain, than "whom no man had stiff erediunore hard¬ 
ship for twenty years of bis life, is ans'wYring jest with 
jest ! So let the fine old ship, the* Young Pretender , 
sail on, to the burden of lappi n g wave shimmering in 
the moonlight; ' to The burden of the steady wind 
hollowed in* the weather-whitened fli'.x of the sails; 

that of a mother sipging her child to slumber 
amidships ;. and to the burden^ too, of* that gentle 
murmur arising from*the after hatchway ; the Irish 
falter of Mary—the ^Rosary of a Queep wiiose throne 
is wisdom*/ whose high tower is t as one of in¬ 
corruptible ivory ; whosg house is of uni arnrs»k::,b]e 
gold H and whose realm is tlie eternal heaven. 

To that burden the sfyip shall sail onward this night ; 
onw r ard and southward. And jfoanna D’Arcy, with 
a dozefi other women, kneel in that obscure corner 
of the after ’tween-deck which they liave selected 
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for the performance of their night and morning de¬ 
votions ; and the loud murmur of the refrain r rises 
through hatch and ventilator, giving a moment’s 
pause to Constance Palgrave as she passes it with the 
Doctor and the Captain 'in her walk before bed¬ 
time. (“ House of Gold ! Gate of Heaven ! MornLrg 
Star ! A reuli;na maidhne ! ”) 

“ The stars are growing larger and brighter every 
night,” she says.' “ I am sure the nights in the tropics 
must be one glow of golden lamps, as they are in 
Egypt. What a heaven of constellations, and galaxies, 



“Not me, Miss Palgrave ! But tlie tropics*,are not 
so heavenly as*you may imagine. Wait lAtil we 
strike the doldrums ! I doif’t think we sha^l find 
them nights# of heavenly beauty ! What, Mr. Shack- 
ley ? " 

The mate standing by the quarter-master at the 
wheel grins in the light of th e binnacle lamp, and pokes 
out his never-sliaven (yet alwayS stubbly) chin side¬ 
ways. “ No, si*! Not exactly. I can’t say that I 
►ever struck anything heaveitfv aboard ship in all m,y 
tine." 

They all laughed? Heaven a:*rd hell ar«e the stand¬ 
ing jests of the # universe. 

And dywn bejow, on her knees, the young woman 
froir^Kilnatubber is lookings (as she prays in the dim 
light) at a little picture-card with the Madonna upon 
it wreathed in roses, and the, words, “ Nullus potest 
ccclum intrate nisi ftr Mariam transeat tanquam per 
portam on the golden marge. * 

So, onvva/d in the moonlight and starlight, pro- 
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polled by the friendly breeze, buoyant on the kindly 
scarlet the-old ship sail southward, unconscious of 
her mission, though she lyive been near upon half a 
century performing it. And her mission this story 
is related to duly set forth! 



• CHAPTER V 


A T the end of/the following week the Young Pre- 
. tender has ’entered a latitude of sunshine and 
lighter breezes. Nobody being seasick now, every¬ 
body crowds*on tha cumbered decks from nomine 
till night. There is little rooy) for them, but there 
is less below; am^ mauy # of them atteinj^ loTireak 
the n^pnotony of the voyage by ITelpmg the seamen 
to haul on the buiccs and halliartls. Loafing per- 
forcedly most o$ the day on spars and booms and 
hatches, they spasmodically* try to justify* their 
existence bv a little exorcise of their tnuscles. “ Is 
aluinn an aintsh i buidhea^har le Hia ! '* they say, 
some of them: '4Let us be doing something/’ All 
the male emigrants have been employed for an hour, 
twice a week, at pumping* water? or'drawing it from 
the ship’s side, a*id passing bucketfuls along the deck. 
.The Captain calls tins latter exercise “ lire drill,” 

x $ s ’fr¬ 

aud in organizing d ie emigrants for the purpose 

he has thereby actcid in accordance wiih^the instrve- 

tions furnished to every master in the emigration 

service. The crew to-day are occupied with, the six 

boat^kx/sening the lashings of them, rigging up tackles 

on the main and fore yards, and those m the hanging 

quarter boats putting on cork jackets (that fitted 

none of them) with many coarse exchanges of nautical 

humour. The emigrants are pumping. All the 

* It’s beautiful weather, thanks be to God ! 

« 
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womenfolk t are looking on, am user) at this singular 
biweekly spectacle of relatives with saturated trousers 
and bare feet, filling buckets of water on one side of 
the si lip, and emptying Ihem over the other; of 
seamen hurrying and shouting aloft and below, 
and the boy at the poop bell ringing it like one sud¬ 
denly demented, jest, laughter, and noisy badinage 
accompany the performance. 

This boy had once put a cork inside the copper 
nozzle of the force-pump hose. The third mate 
suspected the second mate. To-day’s ^Ore drill the 
second mate’s boat-lashing pegs are hammered into 
their sockets so tightly that the boat cannot be cast 
free. It is consolatory to the third mate when the 
Captain more reviles the second male on account 
of the boat than he had the third by reason of his 
burst xoree-pump hose. 

But despite such incidents as these, ard the rough 
games of an evening in which the u\w had joined, 
the time aboard the crowded slop begins to hang 
heavy upon all. The projected concert (or sing-song, 
as Beady and nis shipmates called it) is spoken of 
daily, and opinions expressed, in vdiicli doubt and 
ridicule have clashed with expectations of real musical 
entertainment. For already coteries .and factions 
hace been formed; and ill-humour, spite, jealousy, 
and envy run their course neck and neck to an in¬ 
visible goal. Had there been no quarrels the daily 
monotony had been unbearable by many. - ^ 

Among these daily distractions, Bridget Slattery, 
the majestic Kerry girl, and Joanna D’Arcy had^ 
begun to hate each other as women alone can begin 
to hale without there being any rational and overt 
cause of it. 
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To-day, as Hudson sits astride the main* yard fixing 
a tackle, and the men rush hither and thither at Jtheir 
fire drill, the two girls wat,?h each other with furtive 
eyes. # 

Patrick Hudson was the last man in the world to 
be attracted by a placid woman like Bridget Slattery. 
But, in his p< sirfor "his portrait of an evening on 
the poop, he had*certainly looked toward her, stand¬ 
ing or sitting among th£ group of surrounding girls ; 
but he had looked through her, as it were, with the 
eyes of abstraction ; vi<*t at her with those of reserva¬ 
tion or of admiration. He h^d been unaware O of 
Bridget’s existence on the ship ijntil the portrait- 
painting had begun. But one evening, looking in 
her direction—a direction not of his own choosing, 
but one necessitated by his prise—he had tycome 
suddenly conscious of a steady return gazc f from a pair 
of metallic greenish-blue eyes that made him shorten 
the focus of his own, and t,* rile at their searchingly 
earnest expression? Bridget Slattery’s calm, regal 
features relaxed their rrvyesty, and Jier lips smiled 
,in return ; and then her face grew pale ^ts if ppwer 
had fled .from it; as-she cast down her eyes to the 
deck at her feet. For the hrat: rime in his life Hudsoit* 1 
fel 4 a magnetic thrih through his nerves* that was 
both pleasant and painful. 

At the- conclusion of the 11 sitting ’’ he had turned 
round fo say a few words to Joanna D’Arcjf, Aho l^id 
been Standing with Miranda Jenkins near the artist, 
their arms around each other’s waist; but she *had 
disappeared. 

From that time onward he had found his eyes 
straying in ttye direction of Bridget Slattery, when¬ 
ever his duties or Mr. Palgravc’s convenience called 
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him to the poop. Her immobile; statuesque face, 
with’ the magnetic eyes, continually drew his gaze 
toward her. 

Miss Pa’igrave had chatted about Italy, about art, 
about the projected concert ; but Hudson’s eyes 
were continually straying in search of those of Bridget 
Slattery, and when they had found ,thtm, they found 
them fastened upon his own. If he were speaking 
to Joanna, as he attempted to ; do at every opportunity, 
and he raised his eyes from her face, he found his 
gaze c nfronted with that of eke Kerry girl, and he 
had east down his eyes as if detected in thinking an 
evil thought. 

The Kerry giyl, Bridget, was, as Miss Pi]grave 
said, possessed of a “ mysterious, regal, calm, pe¬ 
culiarly handsome brown face,” but it was a face, 
in its frame, of dark hair, that had no attraction 
whatever for the seaman adventurer. v It was the 
expression of those greenish-blue eyes—-blue like 
the blue of a hedge-sparrow’s e£g, or the blue of 
a sky in an old Florentine picture, blue overlaying 
the , green f of Limoges enamel—that drew his gaze 
so often toward hers. There w r ao something en¬ 
treating, as well as penetrating and repelling, in 
the expression of them.* And' when Bridget’s e 3 ^es 
looked at him, Joanna’s looked fearfully at Bridget’s, 
as they were doing this very day at h r e drill;' 

t Hudson had not so much as spqken one word to 
Bridget Slattery, nor hr d he felt tempted to "exchange 
one with her. But with Joanna D’Arcy he had 
become somewhat familiar, and this familiarity had 
been ^ strengthened by his companionship with her 
brother Dominick, who sent messages by the seaman 
to his sister about the concert to be held this evening. 
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# AJready the thought of parting at the *end of the 
passage was a painful one ; and already he had* half 
determined to*leave the sh : p himself, and thus lessen 
the chance of a parting. lie had never 'deserted a 
ship for such a cause before. p 

But why should he not leave the sea altogether ? 
He had determined to do so many a time. He had. 
But he had always found himself at sea,* before or 
abaft the mast, not mafly weeks, or even days some¬ 
times, after his determination. However, this time 

he would de<*ide ; to? he had never been- In- 

(he looked down from the nftfin yard ah Jo&nm). 
The thought gave him 'pause. “.Was he really in 
love, then ? Did he love this beautiful, unkempt, 
uncultured sister of Dominick D’Arcy—the ihan for 
whom he felt a daily strengthening friendship ? 
Was this love for his sister he felt ? jCfne of these 
days he would speak of it to him. He had never 
“loved a woman befoie,” hd was certain of that; 
not even that prftty, refined, and educated little 
Scotch chambermaid at v. hotel in .Glasgow where 
e he had stayed once. He had met her <$ne Sunday 
evening, and taken hr for a pleasure trip down the 
Glydc. But then he excused kimself by a plain, open**’ 1 
statement to ‘himself , he diad never told her tfya.1 
he loved her, and he had not spoken dT marriage. 
(Again he look<ad down at Joanna, and she looked 
up.) But, this J,oanna, ah ! she was different, aad 
her orotner was his friend. 

Vast pumping! Tackles down! Tut away* all 
the gear ! ” 

The fire drill ended, all hands, crew and emigrants, 
go to supper; ^(nd then the evening of the concert has 
arrived. The weather is warm, and the breeze is* 
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steady, if light ; and the ship sails*almost on an even 
keel! “ It is beautiful weather,” as the emigrants 
have termed it—the weather for love and song. 

Heady,' and Sydney Bob, and Bill the quarter¬ 
master, and OEe.n the Norwegian, and Mr. Jenkins 
(tin 1 Italian with an English name), had forgone their 
supper and had been working alj the dog-watch, 
preparing” the quarter-deck for the entertainment. 
Mrs. Jenkins—or rather Mrs. Giacomo Giansenio, 
for thus her husband’s name had been registered 
on 1ft. marriage to him a feV days before the ship 
Imd - sailed—Mrs. Jenkins and the other married 
women had been, busily employed the last few days 
in sewing bits of old flannel and bunting anducanvas 
together into giotesque costumes for Bill the quarter¬ 
master, Sydney Bob, and Olsen. * These three had 
been rehearsing ” negro-minstrel ” ditties lately in 
the forecastle, much to the disgust of tide boatswain’s 
mate. Olsen had wove ft some kind of melodeonical 
pattern which he called an accompaniment, and Bill 
and Sydney Boh sang 'md danced to it. Then it 
had been arranged that Bob should clatter the bones 
in the breaks of the negro meloefy. To-night they 
would blacken their face-s in approved minstrel fashion. 
Cardiff Price was their bomic^ man— he would make 
a classical‘stump speech. * 

Horatio Beady was down on Miss Palgrhve’s pro¬ 
gramme for “ When other Lips aijd other Hearts,” 
and “ Mother Kissed Me in My Dream. ' " ke had 
conscientiously rehearsed these every night on the 
look-out, as he paced to and fro. His voice floated 
to le,eward in charming brea&s of melodious tremo- 
loes. Hudson and Dominick D’Arcy,‘ v as they walked 
, the main deck together, had looked up at him and 
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Jistened with appreciation. The voice transformed 
the manner. 


Among several others, including Miss Palgrave, 
and Hudson ftmself, came Joanna D'Arcy* with her 
full, rich contralto voice. The title of her song in 
English was “ The* Snowy-breasted Pearl,” and slT 
it appeared c i # tJio programme, as Miss Palgrave 
confessed she was unable to write it in JriMi, and 
Joanna was unable to Write it herself. “ Ah fairla 
on vntllcc vawn! ” said Miss Palgrave, writing it 
down at JoamaaT diOStion, “ looks like no language 
on earth. I am sure it is not gelled lrkc^hat* We 
must put it into L .glish.” So ” A phenyl * an bhrol - 
laigh bkain” appealed in equivalent English on Miss 
Palgrave’s prograinnie. 


” Your name has a decidedly French appearance, 
my dear. How do you accboht for that*? Are you 
of French discent? ” inquired Miss Palgrave, whilst 
preparing the programme. • . 

” Sure, Darcy’s fis Irish as the pigs in Drogheda,” 
said Bridget Slattery, whip was overlooking ; ” id’s 
,only dat little tick of a ting between the I) and the 
Ah that makes id look like a French name ; id has 
no right there, anyway.” 

" Indeed ! ctnd Dun.lnick always spells it dike that,” 
said Joanna. 

The odier gifl had lauglied spitefully as usual, 
without hardly any movement of lip or chefckr Then 
she said” to Miss Palgrave, ” Id is a foolish language ! 
You wouldn't know the name if you saw id in writing ; 
my name’s O'Slattery, and hern is spelt with ah O 
as well. French ! is iS ? Ach ! ” 

Joanna had # ‘turned away discomfited. She ’spoke 
her native language and she loved it , but she could 


i 
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not spell a single family name in Irish. Had she seen t 
the name O’Dorchaidhe in either the Irish or in the 
English character, she would not hawe recognized 
the name as her own. * 

She felt the growing hatred for this calm Kerry 
girl whp lost no opportunity for wounding her pride ; 
she felt it gathering strength and perild. Any way, 
Biidget Slattery could not sing, and there was never 
a priest in her family, or they would have evil heard 
about it long ago ; and there was hair beginning to 
grow her upper lip at the Comers, o# black as the 
hajr on h<r head ! These were consoling reflections. 

“ And how she cast her evil eyes di Patrick Hudson ! 

# * 

It was not becoming for any girl to look at # a man 
like that ! How she detested—and feared too— 
that l/own Kerry face ! Bad luck fo it—God forgive 
her! 0 

And so the night of the concert' had arrived. The 
quarter-deck, as stated*;*,had been prepared for the 
entertainment. The Captain hinlsclf had lent his 
personal assistance, arranging seats on the poop and 
hanging ila ( gs over the rail. A platform of hatches 
had been raised a few feet frpm &ie quarter-deck, 
’tmd a large sail stretched behind it, and other sails 
at the sides.* The platform wys for tbe solo singers. 
The deck m front',.of it for the " minstrels ” and 
dancers. Seats on the spars and pin-rail in either 
sicj,c for* tile married people, and single men; and the 
single women,, and officers had the poop anvrtne two 
poop ladders. 

Thus a kind of amphitheatre had been arranged.. 
Two riding lights and half a* dozen lanterns from 
below made a row of footlights for the stage. The 
performers (among the crew) made t!ieir exits and 
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their entrances through an opening in the sail which 
hung behind the platform. Miss Palgrave and Jo¬ 
anna D’Arcy, would descend the poop ladder when 
their respective turns arrived. Mr. Palgrave had 
languidly consented to act as Master of the Revels, 
or Ceremonies ; he*had not been able to decide which 
was the more explanatory title. His great fear was 
that he might Teol bored. He had been for some 
half-hour hidderf behind the big sail stretched from 
main shrouds to main shrouds, painting die face of 
Cardiff Price with ochre and vermilion and a little 
Prussian blue.' And when all* was ready, and the 
audience settled in, ther olaceS, he reappeared, and, 
with programme in hand, stood fit one side of the 
stage and introduced the first performer to, the as¬ 
sembly in terms- of humorous raillery. 

This first performer was *( 4sen the Norwegian, who 
appeared w : di hisnnelodeon. 

“ In introducing this distinguished foreign in¬ 
strumental's! to you this evening, ladies and gentle¬ 
men/’ said Mr. Palgiave, flourishing the programme 
(a copy of which, with a aecoialt'd border by himself, 

* had first been predated to die Captain), “ in' pre- 
t senting Herr Signor Olsen P this refined and in¬ 
dulgent assembly, allow me to request of you not to 
applaud until his melodeonical overture Jwhich 1 am 
informed by one of the company has always evoked 
enthusiastic applause—even from the captjpiis musical 
critics :1 the 1 russian Eagle)—not to applaud itntil 
the hi si notes have beer played. The Doctor in- 
foiius me—I mean Surgeon Benjamin Clyster? our 
respected medical afficer, not our renowned chef 
de cuisine —that there is but a limited supply of 
cottonwool ifi the ship, otherwise each person in the [ 
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audience would liave been supplied gratis with a small 
quantity on taking his or her seat. However, I may 
be allowed to point out that nature has* in supplying 
us all with^two ears, also supplied us With two little 
fingers ; and if we reserve our applause until we no 
longer see the marvellously dexterous movements of 
Monsieur Olsen’s own digitals we sh^ll, all of us, 
ladies and gentlemen, feel that the'Absence of a few 
pellets of cottonwool has htthyor no power to destroy 
our pleasure in the performance. These few words. 
Signor Olsen will, I trust, accept as w slight token 
of my own appreciating for the concertina and kindred 
machines lor the distribution of < sound. Could I 

i *) 

entertain you all with a full verbal expression of 
my thoughts, thi. tropical heat and length of my 
'words ,would blister my tongue arid dislocate my 
jawbone. Get to woikg Olsen, my boy; let us 
have it ! ” v 

He lent across the dais, and. with unusual animation, 

i < 

patted Olsen on the back. The Norwegian seaman 
grinned. "He speak more goot dan I play, ladies 
and yentlemcn," he ’.aid, expectorating tobacco-juice 
sideways info the folds of the canvas* sail at the side 

- p j* 

.of the platform. 

" No, no ] none of ycr pie guff! ” shquted half the 
members of,the crew, sitting on the deck, abaft the 
footlights, leaning their backs against the bplldiead 
of the cab»n ; " give us ‘ Sweet Clfymen ReJJs of 

Lofigergo,’ Olsen 1 ” ‘ 

" | play dot'for noncor, v said Olsen, expanding his 
melodeon. 

“ Well, let her go, my lad 1 ” cried the Captain ; 
" we’re all waiting ! ” 

“ Sh-sh ! ” from Mr. Pal grave, sitting on the flag- 
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, covered harness-cask—the seat of honour—^nd holding 
up his hand. 

Olsen thereupon played some of his specialities, 
holding his mstrument in the various positions as¬ 
sumed by concertina players, above his head, side¬ 
ways, down in frortt of his bent knees, and with ainfS 
extended in h~om ; sometimes sweeping it ‘through 

the air from side to side in a wav that drew sotto voce 

** * 

expressions of delight 4rom the greater part of the 
audience. 


“ Ain’t 'e jiist. lovely ? ” whispeied Miranda Jet-kins 
to the second mate. 

The second mate ( ,TT ho relaxed Ins proiessional 
taciturnity on such occasions as this) squeezed against 
her and pinched hbr arm. lie said something under 
his breath, ana pushed his feet against the girl’s." 
“ Go ’long with yor! " *v4uspered Miranda. The 
second mat 1 pinched her again, but not so hard. 
Miranda nmlgTo him with b<* elbow, and told him to 
" Stop it i ” " 


The officer smiled. It was the introduction to 

< * 

a flirtation on the part of tins second mate ; but 
Miranda, seemed unwilling, for she slipped her arm, 
on the other side, around a girl's waist and hug b ed 
her. “I do s love fhem conciteenars, dear, don’t 
you ? ” The otli^r girl nodded hrtThead^ 

" Sh-;;h ! ” fjom Mr. Pal grave again. Olsen was 
describing arcs in the air, lingering on one«note. The 
seconcKhate was thinking that it was passing stnfnge 
for a girl to hug another gin as if one oi them liadjbeen 
a man. He had carefully chosen a seat in the-back 
row on the poop, st> that there should be nobody 
sitting behind him. And when a cloud covered the 
stars above, it was quite dark up there. He turned 
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and pinched the girl on the other r side of him and 
said " Sh-sh !.” like Mr. Palgrave. 

This girl giggled, and reciprocally pinched the 
second mate. She was a servant girltftrom Dublin. 
The second mate slipped his arm around her waist 
£nd the girl made no attempt to rcrmove it. 

Olsen* finished, and rising from the batter-keg upon 
which he had been sitting, bowed his acknowledgments 
to the cries of “ Encore 1 ” and to the prolonged clapping 
of hands. 


uhrndie. sat down again and played “ jwveet Chiming 
Bells,” which was a r “ selection ” that permitted of 
much air-sweeping. Whei? this was finished, the 
applause was redoubled ; but the performer retired 
modestly, and pYesently putting* his head through 
‘the opening in the big sail, he cried, “ Ladies and 
yentlefnens, «I biescntlymiake you laff ; I gome again 
mit my face black/’ * % 

Mr. Palgrave consulted the programme. Then he 
rose from his seat and said : ' Tha next item, ladies 


and gentlemen, is a very affecting solo by a dis¬ 
tinguished tenor—Mr. floratio Beady—late of the 
celebrated Evangelical choir of Lisaehouse Chapel- 
^of-Easc, I am told ; and as you a*re all probably aware. 
To-night we are not to be c favoided with one of those 
so n'r-b tirring* meI oqusg with which he has moved so 
many thousands of humble dockers’ hearts pn days 
gone by,-beat-” 

* Oh 1 cheese it, Mister Pclgryve 1 * I neves-eeed no 
dockers in alir‘church ! ”h;iid Beady, waiting to begin. 

“But,” continued Mr. Palgrave, “we shall all be 
profoundly touched by such a selection as “ Mother 
Kissed* Me in My Dream.” We have all had mothers, 
and we all dream-” ,v 
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“ Not so much chewin' the ole rag," shouted Bill 
the quarter-master, from the other side of the canvas 
screen. He And Sydney Bob, with blackened faces, 
were helpingVlsen to change his character., " Mother ” 
is the most sacred word in any language aboard ship. 

" Let’s have thf? song ! " said the Captain. * 

“ Aye, chuck the pow-wow 1 " cried Hudson coarsely, 
sitting on the top step of the port poop ladder, where 
he could converse (between the turns) with Joanna 
D’Arcy and Miss Palgravc above him, and with 
Dominick D’Arcy rds<*>, who was sitting on the-top¬ 
gallant rail of the main deck beside him. 

“Sing, then, Horatk, we hunger for thy voice!" 
said Eustace Palgiave, sighing affectedly, and regain¬ 
ing his scat on thef harness-cask. 

Beady then Sang his song, and sang extremely wolf. 

Miss Palgravc, DominkSo^VAicy, and the‘Doctor 
a])plauded frith Evident sinceiity. .on encore was 
demanded, add Beady said,,}*' would sing " ’Er bright 
Smahle ’ornts Mt‘ still,” if they had no objection. 
Later on he would appear ag^in with ” Uvver Lips and 
uvver ’Arts.” 

" Sing what you like," said Miss Palgravc graciously ; 
" your voice will transform anything.” And she 
spoke with i*he quicp appreciation of critical discern¬ 
ment. 

So the quarter-deck once more resounded with 
Beady's clear, round, sweet tenor voi«i 3 . Hudson 


began it) feel quite sentimental. He looked tip at 
Joanna in the dim light, and she looked down 04 , him. 
She wore her best gown, and^ Miss Palgrave had ar¬ 
ranged her. luxuriaifi hair in becoming coils looped 
low on her Jsare neck. They smiled at each other, 
and both thought of ” alien skies,” and of ” desert 
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paths,” where they would be haunted by each other's 
smile.- He pressed her foot on the step beside him 
unobserved. She did not move her foot r Her hand 
hung downdose to his neck. He inched his head 
so that it touched hek hand. A few weeks of idleness 
had softened that well-formed hand. She did not 
take it away. Hudson felt a thrill through his whole 
body. He put up one of his hands to adjust his rap, 
and touched hers. She did c not shift her hand; 


and when he did so a second time, he was gratified 
to v^l^her fingers toy and mirfgfc willjpgly with his 
own for a few moments'* 

*■ t 

As Beady concluded with a veil-taken octave above 
—his own invention—ana there followed much, clap¬ 
ping and general loosening of tension among the 
audience, Hudson took the opportunity of pressing 
the hand of Joanna agaiig kind this time without the 
excuse of cap-adjustment. She returned the pressure ; 
but as their hands still lingered in each" other’s, Miss 
Palgrave (pushing past them on hfr way down the 
ladder) rested her own upo n them. Had the light 
of the nearer of the kfnterns (below on the main deck) 
shone upon his face, as well as upon Sdiat of a young 
i*woman a few yards away, leaning forward over the 
poop rail, watching his ow>- as iruch as -jould be dis¬ 
cerned of it in the oT^curitv—had‘Hudson’s own face 
been clearly visible, one might hav,e noticed the 
conscious' reddening of it. But he rose to hisffeet, 
and calling to those beneajli him to imike way ^handed 
Miss ^Palgrave down the poop ladder to the quarter¬ 
deck.' 

“ You should hide your hanHs,” whispered Miss 


. Palgrave ; ” the matron is just behind you. Naughty 
■ man 1 How do you like Joanna’s hair to-night ? ” 
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“Thanks!"' s°id Hudson ashamedly., As he re¬ 
gained his place on the ladder he saw the face, not 
of the matron, but of the young woman, Bridget 
Slattery, looting in the direction of him .and Joanna 
intently. It was her face whirl]/the lay of lantern- 
light fell upon a few yards away. Next to her sryt 
the Captain,#and to the right of him the' Doctor. 
Miss Palgravo had been sitting on the top sjep between 
the* matron and Joanna, and both the girl and the 
man felt now the loss of a very useful screen. 

“ When sh^has asftng her song she will Vre 
again,” whispen'd Hudson, .standing op tlje step 
below Joanna, hir head ievel with hers, There lay 
an unspoken thought in his words. “What a charm¬ 
ing woman was Miss Palgrave ! What disinterested 

M 

toleration her words exhibited ! ” he thought. 

“What do you mean ?*”'said Joanna, whb knew 
quite well Me only meaning of his spoken words. 

“ Sit down* my good nvm ! Sit down, please ! ” 
said the matron* in her high-pitched voice. “ We 
can't see behind here.” ^ 

< m 

*' I beg your pardon,” said Htidson, dropping^down 
upon tl\e step. * 

“ Sh-sh-sh 1 ” cried Mr. 9 Palgrave and Dominicks 
D’Arcy and* others*, D’Arcy had descended from 
the rail and produced his violinf* Miss .Palgrave had 
mounts the hatchway platform, and was waiting. 

Tliat Dominick D'Arcy should play a v*obbligato to 
Miss Palgrave's “ Voi che sapete ” seemed the most 
fitting thing of the whole entertainment to Patrick 
Hudson. On such a night Dominick the musician 
might command the*stars ! 

D’Arcy (tjpe student, in his still receptive and un-. 
creative stage) had composed (or arranged) his violin. 
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part from the music of the aria (which Miss Palgrave 
had lent him), and from some pianoforte music of 
the “ Marriage of Figaro,” which he possessed him¬ 
self. Miss .Palgrave held a copy of tlic^ whole of his 
arrangement for voice and obbligato in her hands. 
Cardiff Price held Dominick's for him, and Mr. Pal- 

•s 

grave held a lantern, so that both instrumentalist 
aifd vocalist could see their respective copies. 

Flap-flap-flap suddenly went the sails above them. 

“ Silence there!” cried the Captain. “What's 
tlVat^LJJow at the wheel doing, toreShacjfcJey ? Shiver¬ 
ing the topsails like that ! Wait a spell, Miss Palgrave ! 
shell fill again in a minute.V * F 

The matron began to snigger. The sails went on 
flapping. “ Why don’t they begin ? ” she said, in 
a very audible voice. “ I’m sure a little noise won't 
spoil her singing ; he-he-Le-eegh ! ” 

Hudson’s face flushed with anger. He could feel 
his cheek burning; bub j,at the same time he felt 
glad that the darkness prevented (Others from seeing 
the cause of his anger. 

“ Si-lenceJ Or-dei ! ” roared the Captain. 

“ Lor’ ! ain’t the Captin wild ! v said .Miranda 
Jenkins to the second ipate. “ Why don’t you go, 
an’ ’elp Mr; Shackley make thart feller at the rudder 
keep the ship quiet ?“” " 

“ Too many cooks spile the broth, pud it ain’t my 
watch oil dvck, ducky ! ” said the second mate, p 

It takes oply one tp spoil our pea-soup—’orrid 
muck ! ” said Miranda, “ and I’d rarthcr be a drake ’n 
a duck, enny dy ! ” 

“ That’s it! Keep her like fhat, close, but don't 
shake her ! ” cried the Captain, as tl^e sails filled 
steadily again. 
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• “ He moans yo«i,” whispered the second mate, with 

a chuckle, as he again pinched the Dublin girl. Tight¬ 
ening his arm around her waist, he pushed one of 
his feet betwwm her heels. 

“ Ah ! g' along out o’ that ! Cou’re making game^ 
of me, so you are/’ whispered the girl, but letting hi f 
foot slide between her own feet, and then holding it 
tightly between them. 

“•Now, then, Miss Ikrlgrave, my dear ! Now, then, 
young fellow! you with the fiddle; get along with 
the duet ! ” cr\£d the (Captain, as the sails filled*.— 

Miss Palgrave smiled at iho Captain , 9 an<J tli.cn, 
turning toward D%\rcy, who was bout to play the 
preliminary part o{ the obbligato, she could not avoid 
looking at the faceVif the seaman Cardiff Pricv (whose 
back was towafd the audience), with its grotesque 
painting, the work of Mr. Palgrave. 

“ Oh, for loVe of heaven ! ’’ she gasped. “ change 
that music-stand, Eustace \ - *1 shall go into hysterics. 
Oh ! ” And her #hole figure quivered with the effort 
to suppress her laughter. 

m “ Wot’s the matter naow ? came fjom Beady, 
who wax listenhlfj solemnly behind the screen. 

c “ Oh ! ask somebody e^se to hold the music, 
E’ stace,” safd Miss*Palgmve. “ It is too bad of 
you ! ” * 

Cardiff Prici; turned round and grinned at the 
audience. The row of lanterns shone upon*his hideous 
make-up, in oefire, and crimson, and ]^lue ; with^iis 
goat's beard—of natural growth—on his chin. * 

“Faith! Between us and. harm ! but he's’ the 
dead spit of. a Pooka*! " cried one of the young men 
m the audience. 

His companions from Ireland laughed aloud. 
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Beady made his appearance. He had finished 
decorating Olsen, so he volunteered for the office of 
music-stand, and Mr. Palgrave accepted, pushing 
Cardiff Price behind the big sail. \ 

“ Now, then ! perhaps the prima donna will oblige/* 
^iid the matron taitly. Miss Palgrave looked up 
into the darkness before her and tighfc'ned her lips. 
The malice in the matron’s voice quelled the merri¬ 
ment. • 

“ The Ole Chicken ’as a narsty way of syin’ things, 
ktiAv^Hie ? ” said Miranda Jenkins to the girl whose 
waist she was clasping.- 

“ Sh-sh ! ” whispered her vomp: nion. 

There were many other cries of “ Hush ! ” 

“ You seem to Te tl le only one that can hold your 
tongue,” said the Captain to Bridget 4 Slattery, sitting 
on his left hind. Her ciu-dk was resting on her folded 
hands upon tlie rail, and she was looking sideways 
toward the poop ladder. Her eyes shone like 
“ sapphires set in snow/’ n 

<f There do be oth.o^ iust as quiet ! ” she said, 
raising and turning her head, ” and they can be sitting 
in the dark corners, too.” 

She spoke in a very low tone, but the first notes on 
D’Arcy’s violin hushed seme other wOids coming to 
her lips, anch tne whole audience grew suddenly quiet. 
. . . The arched mainsail caught the sounds and sent 
them sighing, trembling, to the stars. The L N >ctor, 
who had been.both a violin and a pianoforte player 
of some domestic importance in his younger days, 
was noticeably interested in the accompaniment 
when Miss Palgrave had begun ringing her own part. 
This accompaniment consisted of a sop arpeggio by 
Dominick, w r ho continued his bowing when the voice 
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paused. Then hc # began again, and only the Doctor, 
by his ear, and perhaps Mr. Pal grave, by his # eye, 
knew that both lady and accompanist were taking 
liberties with plozart. 

But the song and the obbligalcf were very success¬ 
fully rendered. Mtss Palgrave had not any othetjf 
than an ordinary clear mezzo-soprano voice ; but 
she sang with arfistic feeling ; she “ knew ” musk, 
and.she sang accurately* what she had to sing. The 
Doctor was enthusiastic in Ins demand for an 
encore. .. 

“ I declare that young manviolin a< compamment 
is simply perfect,’’Vie said to the Captain, “ and his 
instrument is of an excellent quality ; it is like an 
‘ Amati * or a 1 Strath’ I declare.” * • 

Captain Jessup, whose little daughter at home was 
learning the pianoforte, tfcwftght some «ritu*iMn of 
his own wo.Ad be* appro]>riate to the “occasion. He 
was daily becotiung irritated by the Doctor’s superior 
manners in the aw loon, and especially at any ex¬ 
hibition of knowledge beyond* his envn purvii w. 
Being the commanding officer (as*well as the chairman 
of the entertainment), everybody near him listened 
attentively to his words, when the applause had 
subsided. 

" Urn ! I don’t •think that fiddler fellow 

gave he£ a proper chance,” said the Captain slowly 
and importantly; ” he always seemed to «be* coming 

in where he wa? not wanted ; and she had to \tflit 

* • 

until he was done ! Of course, it may have been 
made up between them, but I don’t think that ’sort 
of thing is quite regular. Music is all right by itself, 
but 1 like a so^ig myself without the music.” 

The Doctor lifted his eyebrows and smiled, but 



146 


“ACT OF GOD” 

r 


said nothing. He could find nothing to say thnt x 
would seem to fit in. 

“ Let's have an encore, Miss Palgrave, without 
any music,” said the Captain. • 

" Mr. Jenkins is Agoing to favour us with his dance 
thrst,” said Miss Palgrave ; ” after that I will try 

and recollect another song, and sing ity without—er— 
without any music, Captain.” 

“ I think your brother’s jukiying delightful,” whis¬ 
pered Hudson to Joanna. ” Does he accompany you 
sing ? ” i- * 


“ Dgminjck couldn’t, do that,” said Joanna, ” be¬ 
cause I sing in the Irish way, which I learned from 
the people in our part of the country.” 

Hudson seemed perplexed. " Hut he is a clever 
musician ! ” he replied. 

“ Ihdecd' he is,” saiU •Joanna D’Arcy ; " but he 
says himself that he doesn’t understand the Irish 
music as we do. He was.brought up i'n Dublin.” 

“ Well, he knows all Moore’s melodies, 1 suppose ? ” 

" Oh, Dominick sev^that they have all been turned 
into, English music,”' said the young woman. 

Hudson seemed more perplexed than before, and' 
shook his head. 

* j 

Jnst then Mr. Jenkins, t*he Iteyhan, began his “ Danse 
des Brigands.” v ^ ( < * 

Miranda stood up on her seat, and the second mate 
offered to support her. ;> 

1,1 1 can see without 3^011 ’oldin’ of me,” said Miranda, 
"Ain’t father funny? just look at ’im slappir/ of 
’is ’’ands be’ind ’is back, and over ’is 'ead ! Ain’t ’e 
lovely ? That’s something Italian what the young 
man’s a-playin’ on the fiddle, ain’t i,t ? I’ve ’card 
father whistle it orfen enough/ 
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9 “It do sound a bit foreign like/' said-the second 
mate, standing up with the other girl. 

Dominick jflaycd away on his violin, and Mr. 
Jenkins threwfhis body into strung# attitudes, moving 
his feet flatly to the ihvthrn of flic gay Italian lilt.., 
Mrs. Jenkins, down on the main deck, .looked 
disgust. " To 6 s;'u an ole fool like that a-cuttiu’ 
capers ! ” said she, quite audibly. It had talo n Mrs. 
Jenkins eighteen years*to bring her husband into 
the Marriage Registry 0 Alice, and there being no 
retrospective legitimation law in England, she iiad 
never forgiven hnrrfor his delajg and e\\v\ opinion 
of Mr. Jenkins and bis doings was ccjourcd with a kind 
of slumbering spite. ^ fl Y’ll be jumpin' on somebody's 
'ands in a minnit ! " she cried. (Men and‘women* 
were leaning f01 ward, resting, on their arms, sitting 
on the deck.) 

* y ^ 

But the uatiphter was very fond of iicr father, 
though she had not any leg<. i light to bear his name, 
whether Jenkins or*Giansenio ; and she had inherited 
some of his light indifferent*' .b'thr conventions of 
society and his gaiety of soul, which had evolved its 
own moral code. She clapped her hands delightedly, 
end laughed till even the matron’s wooden nerves 
beg^n to show some evidence of beirw jiffected. 

“ That girl Miranda will be making nfe laugh in 
a minute ” said t»he matron, allowing a smile to flicker 
along tiie straight edge of her upper lip. 

“ Then Miranda will liave< worked «. miracle 1 “ 
whispered Hudson to Joanna D’Arcy. * 

The second mate, to whose conquering spirit the 
Dublin girl’s non-resistance had brought no joy t now 
turned sideways to Miranda and held her waist, 
spanning it with his two big hands. 
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“ You'll fall down if I don't/’ said the officer. ' 
“ % Ah ! That’ll do, let me down ; ah-ah-h-h-h ! 
father’s lovely when ’0 dawnces ! Ypu know, we. 
'ad a fried-fish-anl-cliip-’tater shop iir ’Ackney, and 
v an ole Italian fellow used to bring 'is organ outside 
sometimes, and father used to dawnce for the cus- 
4ymers ; and then they’d all mike aucVlection for the 
grinder, who was an ole pal of father's when they was 
boys in Italy.” 

Tv ,‘^What made him chuck it up ? ” asked the 
second mate; “ there was money in it, wasn’t 

there 1 ” 7 

“ Oh ! *e used*to give too much tick ; and ’e 'ad 
to py 3. pound «a week for ’is sljop,” said Miranda ; 
“ but we’re goin ; to start another chip-tater shop in 
Orstrgylyef. I loves *sh^ps like them, you see so 
many people#; blokes bringin* their g;ds in for tasty 
suppers, y’ know; and it's gay. I tell^yer ! don’t you 
like fish and chips, and’music ? ” 

“ I do, now and agon,” said the second mate warily. 
“ I often thought ofTtmcking the sea and opening 
some kind of eating-house myself.; the sto’od says 
there’s money to be made at it ; but I ain’t bad no 


experience in business,«and the gals might take ad¬ 
vantage of my-J’s-narsense, d'ye* see ? 

“ Oh, you go along with yer charf 1 ” said Miranda, 


turning to her companion on her other side.» 

*, “ I ain't kidding you,” said Mr. Parrish, th£‘second 


mate; “not* me! V/ken it's money, I’m dead 
earnest.” 


“ Good man ! ” shouted many voices, as Mr. Jenkins 
finished his dance, with extended arms and open palms. 
“ Good man ! Faith ! ye can shake $er brogues well 
'for an old Eyetalian. More power to ye 1 ” 
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, “ My bister will now kindly oblige with her encore,” 
said Mr. Palgrave. 

“ Oh ! ” sintered the matron, “ the prima donna 
will certainly '§~mt us all under si^cli a debt of obli¬ 
gation that we shall never recover from it. What 
is it now ? More ‘Royal Italian Opera flummery ?'* 
Why doesn’t ‘she sing something we can under¬ 
stand ? ” 

There was a murium of appioval among several 
of the girls sitting near the matron, 

“ Si-lence ! ” roared the Captain. “ Those that 
understand can sliut their earn ”• 

" If she can’t sing an English song I can ceitainly 
cover feline with my fingers,” said the matron. 

” Loi ! Don’t the'Ole Chicken love Mi'-s Palgryve 1 ” 
said Miranda, “ and the Captain’s ears ain’t too smorl, 
are they ? * * 

“ Si-lenec ! ’ from the Captain again. 

" The old lean’s getting •wild!’ whispered the 
second mate to Miranda, lrv-ng again to put his aim 
around her waist. “ The wiuo’* halting uncertain. He 
kept in too close to Cape Yerd f Ahis time of the year ; 
we 'll be striking die sou’-we a monsoons to-morrow, 
and get a lot of rain and tlnn- t. and no wind, I ex¬ 
pert. Doldru as is all vvry wei for cleaning paintwork 
and washing clothe,; but ;.e box-nauJmg oi the 
yards do try tli^ temper, I tell yon/’ 

“ IE ltd ” said Miranda, releasing herself, nnd not 
understanding a word. “ Lisu n ! she’s singing some¬ 
thin’ English now ; ain’t it pretty ? ” 


“ Sifth no mote, ladies, sigh no more ! 
Men were deceivers ever, 

O^ie foot in sea anil one on shore, 

To one tiling constant never, . . , n 
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sang Miss JPalgrave, to the setting of Stevens, anc? 
singing it very well. 

“Then sigh not so, 

' , But let them go. . . .” 

V , , 

Hudson's liana ^ropt up to foH for Joanna's, and 
when he had found it he pressed it, vis if he would 
—'M-iivey a thought thereby that he, at least, was not of 
the deceiving, sea-and-shore-ehanging variety of man. 
But the words (though not the music) of the song 
"TS^imade a sudden impression upon Joanna, and she 
did not return her lover’s hand-pressure. 

Hudson withdrew'liis hand ar.d whispered, “ Do 
you doubt me ? „ 

“Ah;” sighed*'Joanna, “ sure/all men are alike; 
everybody knows that ! ” ' 

“ Pam not like othdr- men ; I can be true to her 
I love,” said* Hudson, wondering'at 1 &> own words, 
which vet seemed to b<? not his own' and to be words 
that lie had learned by rote, « 

“ Will I trust you,^iacl Biddy Slattery making eyes 
at you ?’/whispered Joanna. “Sure! she has the^ 
evil eye entirely. Don't you know h ? ” 

“ She is looking this #t way now,” replied Hudson. 
“ Why do you speak of her ? ” ,, 

“ All! ”-7 a long, passionate sigh, half-fearful, half- 
despairing, from Joanna. n 

There was sudden applause. Miss PalgreCYe had 

M V 

finished singing her song^. During the general com¬ 
motion and hand-clapping, Joanna, speaking hurriedly 
and’ passionately, poured out the stream of accu¬ 
mulated emotion that she could keep back no longer. 
*' I hate her ; 1 hate the sight of her^ she wants to 
, —to—she wants to take you from me ! Oh ! I don’t 
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• think you love me at all, or you would hate her as 

much as I do ! And she’s cunning, and mean, and 

spiteful, like*«all the mountainy people of the place 

where she’s f*om. If you don’t lyite her I shall hate 

you ! Won’t you hate her, P'tt ? I’ve seen you 

smiling at each other often enough. Oh ! indeed, 

and 1 was a mu, I’d set tier about her business. 1*11 

trust you if you* hate her—God forgive me!-~:.rd 

I'll Jove von for ever and ever. Won’t you ? 

* 

Hudson felt for her hand as it hung by her side, 
and grasped it. Tlr* passion m her whispered wr*h 
affected him deeply ; it was q sudden revelation 01 
unsuspected chare'Her, and lit 1 felt the lorcd oi lier 
selfish love foi him in the jealousy *he had so suddenly 
laid hare. He was'gratitled, though*he was astonished, 
and he pressed her hand with fervour, and replied— 

“ I shall love you always ;* I shall be ♦rue to you ; 
and so—wh.it matters about other women ? Let us 
love cadi ottnV, Joanna ! ” • 

His words seemed now to be quite his own. 

The applause died awav . Joanna D’Arcy had 

barely time to sav a few more passionate words when 

* , J ... r * • 
there was si tenet again. 

f/ God be between us and all harm 1 she has the 
evil eye ; but \ ou ll hate her and love me for ever ? ” 
she concluded, and with a question ^iill. # 

Then the Doctor, who iiad been most applausive, 
and the Captain who had left his seat t£ look at the 
compass, and nad now returned, were both shouting 
“ Order 1 " and " Silence ! 

Miss Palgravc regained her place above Hudson, 
the latter rising and # handing the lady up the ladder. 
Her hand lingered in his longer than the circumstances 
justified, he thought. # „ 
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By my troth, a good song!,’ ” said Hudson* 
affectedly. ’. 

And an ill singer, my lord ! ’ replied Miss 
Palgravc, pressing his hand before she released it. 


No, faith —\Vjiat is it ? 
Enough for ’—something 


•' thou singest well 




“'I see you forget your Sliakcspeaitr,” said Miss 
-Palgravc, taking her seat. “ Eustace, my brother, 
has insisted that the dramatist put a double entente 
into the mouth of Don Pedro. (Your hair is falling 
w& r n again, Joanna !) ’’ < 

“Ah!—er—I forget—what does Don Pedro say 
about tile song of that stage pag : in Much Ado?” 
said Hudson, fetching a deep sigh, as he felt Miss 
Palgravc- arranging Joanna's tresses. 

“ That the singer did well enough ‘ for a shift,’ ” 
said Miss Pcplgrave. “ You see, it is always a woman 
who sings that page’s song in Much Ado A%out Nothing. 
It is an old-fashioned naim for a very useful gdiment,” 
she continued, laughing merrily. ‘Joanna remained 
imperturbable. — 

“Well, I deeJare ! V said the matron, with a very 
loud Voice. “ She’s a nice lady ! ” 

“ How solemn you arc, Joanna ! ” said Miss Pal- 
grave, unheeding the matron. „ 

“Will you people over there *be quiet?” cried 
the Captain. “Get on with the concertMr. Pal- 
grave ! Who’s next ? Rouse ’em mit ! Whim’s on 
th^programme ? Oh, John Thomas Lk wellyn Morgan 
Griffith Price ! Lord send us a fair wind, what a name! 
I wouldn’t have shipped a man with a name like that, 
if I’d known. It’s enough to pfit the ship down by 
the head ! ” v 

As there was some delay at this moment in getting 
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# Cardiff Price to come forward, one of the men among 
the married folk, a thin, consumptivc-iooking v but 
powerful Coi^iaught man, volunteered to sing. His 
voice was lik^ a deep-toned bell; every note steady, 
round, and resonant as an Italian’s, yet vibrant with 
an emotional quality which suited the Munster ah 

and the worcty of Thomas Davis— f 

• • 

“ When all beside a vigil keep, the West’s asleep, the West’s asleep.' 

But his wife came across to the platform before he 
could begin the fointh verse, in which the 
awakens. “ Adi ! d’you want to anger them sailor- 
men ? ” she whisjH^ed. Is it-politics w-■ wadt, then, 
on a night like this ? * 

Cardiff Price hhd now reappeared from behind 
the canvas scuai, and Mr. Palgrave took him by Inc 
hand with mock gravity; 'end assisted ^the seaman 
to mount thw hatoliway. * 

<f Allow miAo introduce Bi^fessor 'Llewellyn Morgan 
—er Thomas—er, er—cetera Bri< e, er—to your 
virtuous Captainship. T< o lon^ have 3 ou remained 
in blissfni ignorance ol the. existence of one of the 
most enliglitent?l, and one of the most profound, 
and certainly the most entertaining of scientists that 
the nineteenth century h;*s pioduced, „ And I can 
only hope that the. foolish wisdom w^iich will ‘accom¬ 
pany your^ discovery of l*is talents may fully com¬ 
pensate for you^'former blissful ignorance .of them. 
He will deliver a short lecture entitled, M Nautical 
Astronomy for the Masses,** as stated on the. pro¬ 
gramme, though I am privately informed that the 
printer unfortunately detach&1 the letter m in the 
final word ifom the e of the penultimate,- ahem 1 
purely in the interests of English grammar. I am 
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sure we shall all, at its conclusion, kqow quite as much 
about the subject as Professor—er—er—Price does 
at present.” v 

There were cries ^of, " Sail in, Cardiff#! ” and “ Re- 
^member the ladies ! ’I and “ Good ole * Chew-lhe-rag ’ ” 
(one of the classical Cardiff's sobriquets). 

Xardifl Price, the Naval Reserve mav, was a very 
-goo*l mimic. He had delighted maVy a ship’s com¬ 
pany with his stump speeches, full of indecent sug¬ 
gestions. He could also imitate the manner, and 
afU’Ct the phraseology, of tho pedagogue with the 
art of the born actor., He had added a large pair of 
wire spectacles (without leases) to his make-up ; 
and, as he stood there coughing, and looking over 
his notes*, and stVoking his goatef. beard, even the 
bfas(f‘ Mr. Palgrave was compelled to smile. 

“ Hem ! Attention, plhase ! ‘ Torrent, dicendi cofiia 

multis, ct sua rtiortifera cst facundia• as ftic renowned 
satirist, Juvenal,*observe*, and therefore I purpose 
to restrain my inclination to enteiiain you with an 
exhibition of eloque nt v erbosity ; and to adapt my 
language to the capacities of my unenlightened 
audience, f shall commence with ' a definition of 
* Nautical Astronomy,’ to simplify iny subject as 
much as possible. In tltu beginning d the world 
there were al^va^fe nuughty-gals, and there were always 
asses —jackasses, I mean—fond of gazin/p^at the 
stellar configurations above them as they rHdined 
by *thc seashore on the primrose banks, where the 
wild jthyme grows, and the nodding violet modestly 
closesTier eyes, and so forth, in the balmy nights of 
midsummer holidays—er—and Mter a time people 
began to entitle this innocent recreation of stellar 
contemplation as ' Naughty-gal Ass-on-to-me ’-” 
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" I say, Cardiff none of that! ” shouted Hudson. 

The seamen on the main deck laughed loudly^ and 
shouted, “ G*> on, ole ‘ Chew ! 

The Capt^n himself was audibly amused; but 
the Doctor said, “ Hear, hear 1 ’’to Hudson’s remark. 

“ Ah ! you go back to the Royal Navy when you 
leave this sfcip !* ” said the Captain. The Doctor 
sniffed and pulled his moustache. 

V Go on, Professor ! " ciied Mr. Palgrave ; "never 


mind them 1 ” 

" I mean Ab->tau*ig~to-me ; for this recreat 1 '^ 
often led to considoi able struggling and tusslmg---all 
among the. liockitfig violets,* etcetera >* e^ceter ah ; 
and f it its conclusion the naughty-gal was generally 
in a position to sfudy more of tin? science^ than the 
jackass——” • 

“ If you don’t-” b<\gi;f Hudson again. # 

Miss Palgrave *was laughing quietly behind him. 
Hudson coul *4 'faintly hear# her. “Ioanna smiled in 
a perplexed way*; .die was wondering what amused 
the Captain and the other gasmen, -uad especially 
Miss Palgrave beside her, \vlionr#she could feel shaking 
with laughter. 9 


" Go on, Professof ! We’ll make a note of that 
derivation,” *aid Eustace Jh.il grave, " I"ye seen you 
before in a story by Solomon Lascifon$e. the way 
nature imit ate^ art is remarkable ! ” 

" 0u on, payout the lingo ; ctcctcra/j^/ ©teeter ah ! 
go on, ole. ‘ fhew-the-ra^’ ” Shouted many arteong 
the seamen sitting on the Seek under the* break of 
the poop. 

" But many people have cicrived the word from 
As-WTong-to*rnc.” said Cardiff Price discreetly, " be¬ 
cause they are. of opinion that the wrong in this word 
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agrees with the naughty-gal in the other, in number, » 
gender, and case. Well, boys, such was the origin 



Flap-flap-flap \ver 0 t the sails again. 

“ Keep her clean full ! ” roared the Captain. 

" Dam that man Lt the wheel 1 ” said the second 
mate. “ Just when lie’s getting funny U” 

Cardiff Price struggled along through his stump 
speech, with many interruptions ; some of them 
brought about by the man at the wheel, some of them 
w$ihis own allusions and double, meanings. 

“ You’re a prime play-boy 1 ” said an Irishman, 
when hediacl concluded. “ Dwoukn’t trust you with 
a widdor woman as'old as M«.* tl i us a lom. ’ * 

Hudson had suddenly began \(> feel exceedingly 
virtuous. Though 3 u: had often laughed outright 
(in ther forecastle) at Cardiff’s buffoonery, to-night 
he felt that lie*would have liked to pull the man off 
the platform and kick hi^v 

“ I think him very amusing,” said Miss Palgrave, 
in the _ 


“ What has that man been talking about all the 
time ? ” inquired Joanna. “ Sure, lie seems a great 
scholar for a sailorman ! ” * 

“ My dean Joanna, you*must-have been born in 
a parsley-bedJ ” baid Miss Palgrave; 

“Oh ! can’t we be innocent when we lij^ej^ ” said 
the matron tp one of her satellites, > 

Hudson caught her words, ar d he fleshed angrily, 
and turning his head, he said very loudly— 

“ If we could, there might be some hope for you, 
Matron! ” * * 


“You*low, bad sailor!” said the matron; “ 
your evil longue quiet l ” 
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Joanna pushed her loot gently against Hudson, 

and whispered to him not to reply to the madron. 

The young cfoman was perplexed. What cause of 

dislike could*lie between the matron and this hand- 

« 

some young Englishman (for he was conceived as 
such in Joanna’s mind), whom* she had loved from 
that morning when they had first looked upon one 
another ? That* all women should love Jiim seeme d 
so •probable, that it assumed a certainty quite bear¬ 
able—nay, desirable—when the woman was one living 
in a different world t*) her own ; or where a gulf #£ 
years or of ill looks separated.securely. 

Hudson remain^!*silent. ^fiss Palgravo's "approval 
of Cardiff’s stump speech seemed an echo of some¬ 
thing tolerant, or indifferent, within hihisdf. - Nr,one 
fleeting, antipathetic thought associated itself with 
any words of her own. 

“ When does^ £our turn arrive, dear ? ” inquired 
Miss Palgravt? of the yoijRg woman. “ I have lost 
my programme. 

“ Not yet ” said Ioanna. “ i»follov T - 4 he miTistrels, 
do I not ? ” 

♦ m 

“ Is this your programme ? ” whispered Hudson 
to Miss Palgrave, producing it from the bosom of 
his loose shirt. ** ■ 

“ Yes ; you y keep it—for a souvenir—from 
me," whiskered Miss Palgra/e. 

The" “ minst'^fs ” had now appeared-^Bill the 
quarter-masker, Olsen the-Norwegian (with his ntelo- 
deon), and Sydney Bob with a couple of beef bones, 
the weight of which had been included in his 'allow¬ 
ance, “according lo Act of Parliament/' All of 
them had blackened their faces, leaving a wide margin 
of white flesh axound their lips, in the approved nigger- 
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minstrel style. They danced, and they sang ; they 
laughed “ Yah ! Yali ! Yah ! ” and Sydney Bob 
asked “Mr. Yonson!” (Olsen) questions, which Mr. 
Yonson was f unable Vo answer, and which Sydney Bob 
himself answered, to ^the delight of the younger emi¬ 
grants, and to many of the crew, who had heard them 
asked and answered before. Their \\ry staleness 
added a classic elegance to their natural verbal beauty. 

Mr. Palgravc was now “terribly bored ” ; minstfrcl 
entertainments “ always bored him excessively/' he 
f81d Dominick D’Arcy. But Ids 1 sister, who seemed 
to extract a,joy from the. most trivial of amusements, 
laughed \vith the others, and clapped her hands at 
the time-worn jcu clc 'mots. Olsen’s attempt to mimic 
a JWoore-and-Burgess minstrel gave her especial 
pleasure. “ Vy is leetle tog mit long'luiirs vot valks 
on hine'leg like Took of Vrillngton ? Mister Yackson, 
I do not know vy leetle tog like ‘Vellington Took. 
Veil, s pose you tell ladfd^ and shentiemen vy him 
like Veiling!on, eh ? ” Then Sydnef Bob, mimicking 
Olsen,'get answa in traditional manner. And 

Bill the quapter-masUV’s “ Yah ! Yah. 1 Yah I ” had 
an effect on the company analogous to that recorded 
of audiences who used, oncp upon* a time, to go to fairs 
to see mouate'ba.nks grrmAng through hoi sc-collars. 

Bill’s remarkable each innation was indeed so con- 

♦ 

tagious that, despite his boredom, event M»**-Pa^grave 
was compelled to laugh at last. \ 

^ the, conclusion o£ dhis part til -the enter¬ 
tainment Joanna D’Arcy was calk'd for her song. 
She descended the Igdder, and was handed to 
the platform by Eustace Pafgrave. She stood 
.there in ‘the lamplight, feeling happy in* her Sunday 
attire, and with Miss Palgrave’s brass hairpins holding 
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•up her heavy hair in the approved mode of the 
period. f 

“ An Irish.* song, ladies and gentlemen ; silence, 
please ! ” called Mr. Paigrave loudly. There was 
some whispering among the young emigrants, both 
male and female. Sure, the I^ish is only wliat the 
poor old won:an used to speak where I come from"’ 
whispered the £irl next to Bridget Slattery. # 1 lie. * 
Kerry girl shrugged her shoulders. “ Faith ! Ellen, 
she comes of as poor a lot as any, I don’t doubt at 
all, at all ! ” * 

Said the other girl : “ Did yp ever see such # atrs w as 
she can j>ut on ? 1 never sa\(- her tidy be Hue, the 
slut ! ” Among the single young men there were 
many Irish-spcakiAg peasants ; bht, as F'omi^ck 
D’Arcy had said io Hudson, “ they w r ere half-ashamed 
of their own language.” Pfey nudged <5nc another 
in tlu' dark,' and •when Dominick stepped forward 
with his violiif* one cried out, ” Ah 1 then, we don’t 
want none of them old come-all-yers ! ” 

Hudson remembered that Dominick lp.' 1 z : r2 there 
was no written musical notation to suit the music 
of the Gael. And when he heard this air played on 
the violin (an air that has been set to English words 
of Dalton WiUiams, “ t Adieu to Innisfail he could 
understand the duference between Thomas Moore’s 
conversions^md those beautiful originals which he had 
mutilated; not Pone by deliberate tr&nspesing of 
notes, but by die fact that* the*’accepted European 
notation w r as unable to reproduce the original rrnisic 
at all. But D'Arcy’s violin allowed of an inter¬ 
pretation as flexible a? that of the human voice. 

And that which Dominick had also said, that those 
who heard Joanna sing would not like her singing,- 
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Hudson soon discovered was a correct prognostication. 
In two instances it was faulty, though mainly true 
of Joanna’s audience. At least Mr, Palgravc was 
delighted, and Hudson himself was strangely moved 
by Joanna’s sweet voice, and the singularity of the 
tonality, of the song. Here and there, during her 
singing, he found his mind dwelling cm an incident 
of his youfh. He recalled how, one evening on the 
river Menam, near the city of Bangkok, he .had 
strayed far into a thicket of bushes and trees, and 
no had heard the singing of several voices in unison ; 
singing songewhat nasal t yet full of a Wild and subtle 
beauty that drew him to search mind for the source 
of it. He had found the source in a little bamboo 

„ i » 

bubbling, attached to a Buddhist temple, and the 
voices were those of a number of boys who were 
standing in a semicircle* in front of an old man in 
a yellow robe, who was ejaculating, between the 
phrases of music, shorUa and more guttural sounds. 
It seemed then to be, to Hudson’s mind, the old 
man's h ” ah. the end of every verse* of some 

Siarpesc ps,alm. But*, after peeping into the building, 
he had retired into the adjacent thicket ; and there 
sitting down, listened, for as long as it lasted, to this 
strange music. ^ The gliding of one tone subtly into 
another, and the halt-heard harmonics of some of 
the notes, impressed him so much thc.it l^e had never 
forgotten the incident .nor the 1*. ‘ble and self-con¬ 
demned attempt to # imitate the singing, ♦with his own 
voice. 

There was indeed something suggesting Oriental 
chanting, when Joanna D’Arcy sang in the manner 
of her 1 country’s peasantry ; mysterious tones that 
•-seemed at variance with the accepted European 
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t musical scale ; and Hudson, who had a fair knowledge 
of music, seemed to be listening to an inhabitant of 
another world*—one who was speaking another musical 
language to his own. Mr. Palgrave, who presently 
insisted that Joanna must sing anothef song, was 
reminded (he said)-of some old Gregorian music that 
he had once Vard sung by nuns in a convent chapel 
in Italy. But "the fact was that Eustace Palgmve • 
hacj received a new sensation and could not explain it. 

Joanna D'Arcy needed persuading before she 
would consent to sing a second song ; the applause 
was confined to'half a dozen, and the r edness of the 
reception accorded ! **r Paging of J< The Pea^i of the 
White Breast ” ^though evidently a reception ex¬ 
pected by her t-rotlier) disheartened the young 
woman. 

“Well ! if that is Irish' siwgitig," said 4he ipatron, 
“ give me my native English." 

“ 'Deed, thr^c art 1 beaut/yl English words to that 
song," said an Ijish girl f “ il's only the common 
country-people that sing them IiEh words Hkn that." 

“Well, my dear, they ward civilizing, 1 suppose; 
w r e can’t expect much from a country that lives on 
potatoes." 

“ He-he-he ! " tittered tn* girl ; “ what .would they 
do at all without the peayties *1 don’t know, 
matron.” 

‘ 4 Silence*1 "* crTd Mr. Palgrave. “JVliss, D’Arcy 
will sing the— + he—cr-* « 

“The ‘ Coulin,'" said Ddminiek, prompting # him 
sharply, almost irritably. 

“Ah, pardon me*! The ,< Coulin > ) and in my 
opinion (as aa artist) 1 think the lady is interpreting 
a very subtle and beautiful folk-music, whether she 


M 
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is Conscious of art or not. I had no idea that Ireland 
had at*musical -art of its own." 

“ I believe you are serious now,” sail Dominick ; 
“ and I am pleased to see that even Ireland can teach 
you something.” 

“ Nay ! don’t be annoyed, Mr. D’Arcy,” said Miss 
Palgrave. ” He is really delighted with the singing 
of your sister.” 

” It is a great pleasure for me to hear you say that,” 
said Dominick effusively. 

*' The Captain had left his sea* on the poop. Tra¬ 
ditional ©Irish music had no charm for him ; and the 
Doctor had also vacated his phaa to go below for 
a pipe. The Captain stood behind, looking aloft 
anxkiasly at the Shivering leeches : of the sails. The 
ship was breaking off her course more and more, 
and Captain Jessup missed his evening glass of grog. 


which the prolongation of the programme had separ¬ 
ated him from. t • . 

“ You may have another song, or maybe two, and 
then swing the yards round,” he said. 

“ And all of us go to bed,” said the matron, yawning. 
” I’m tired of this.” 

Under disadvantages such as dhe feeling of unrest- 
created within her, Joanna sang the beautiful 
“ Coolin,” that song known to Englishmen as 
” Though the last gliinpsb of Erin,” by Thomas 
Moore. The. Coulin (cyi An Chmkhionn), as- sung 
by-j oanna, was a restoration to original beauty and 
honour. Mr. Palgrave, who knew the English words 
of all Moore’s melodies—though he could not sing 
one of them, except m monotdne—was touched in 
. his only •vulnerable spot, and that was his art worship. 
He forgot straightway about ” cold-hearted Saxons ” 
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tearing chords from harps, and locks from hah*, in 
hot-hearted passion, and only thought, or allowed 
his mind to 'dwell upon Ihe vocalization of musical 
ideas. Wha'# an uncommon sensation l How per¬ 
fectly this unknown language seemed to embrace, 
as it were, form of the uncommon music ! “ 

sing again, sing, again ! ” he cried enthusiastically 
when she concluded. Miss Palgrave said nothing. 
She merely clapped her hands with the others. 

44 Yes,” cried Hudson, 44 sing once more ! ” 

“ One more song, ’ shouted out many of the Irish 
emigrants ; 44 one more English song ! " 

Dominick D’Arcy, who had played the airf> of each” 
of ]( anna’s songs, but had not attempted to accom¬ 
pany her while singing, now began to play “ i ,rink 
to me only with thine ('yes/' 

- o ■ 


44 That is "our sung,” whispered Miss Palgrave to 
Hudson, " and it*is the hist ; so I .hope 3 T ou will do 
justice to it. Go, vmn chcr P ” 

Joanna was ascending the ladder to regain her seat. 
As Hudson passed her on his way down ne wnisperod, 
“ The angels irn’st sing like you ; I coidd listen for 
ever,” He really felt as sentimental as the words 
indicated. « 


“ Ah! you re making game of me # like the rest of 
them,” said Joanna. . • 

44 Did yvu «never learn music ? ” inquired Miss 
Palgrave, as Joanna took he l Gee beside her. ‘‘.Did 
they not teauT you the pianoforte at school ? ” 

44 I did not, then, Miss Palgrave. How I/wish 
I did 1 And I never went to school.” 

“ Yes, it is a pity ! ” replied the lady. “ You would 
improve your singing very much if you would study 
music.” 
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P&Qr Joanna felt that she was very ignorant, and 
she said so to 'Miss Palgrave. Perhaps, now that she 
and Dominick would be living together*in Australia, 
lie would teach her. But then had nt>t Dominick 


himself said that he could not teach her Irish music ? 
A musician who coula play the music op his violin, 
too ! And it was only her own jrisli* music that 
seemed to occupy the same mental space and time as 
her own soul (Joanna had unsymbolized conceptions 
of time and space). Yet the rest of the world must 
be right, and her singing was ohty a Jdnd of “ come- 
all-j er,”’ as 'they called it ! Didn’t the people them¬ 
selves la‘ugh at it in Ireland ? -"Tkrhaps if she had 
learned music, like Miss Palgrave, she could explain 
why^chc Irish music seemed to fill her soul space with 
its peculiar beauty. She said so, but*in other words. 

Where explanations W’gin mystery ^ ends. Miss 
Palgrave’s referen.ee to wlyit she considered Joanna's 
defective ear for Miss P; rave’s owh musical no¬ 
tation drew no explanation from Jdanna. She could 
only tlimk oi’ a kncAviolgc of Miss Palgrave’s music 
helping her \o express her own Irish musical traditions 
more acceptably to her hearers. Two civilizations, 
a thousand years perhaps, * mi glit" have been a solution 
of an enigma whose existence even was Unappreciated 
by both of tlfe women? this night sitting there, talking 
about the singing of a song. % « f 

The Captafii was we 1 Ido g up and Sown the weather 

* 1 * Y x 

side of tine poop waiting impatiently for The conclusion 
of th*q concert. Half of the audience were not listening 
to Hudson’s song at all. The words of the Captain,, 
and his t vacation of his place, and the Doctor’s dis¬ 


appearance, was the signal for a general break-up. 
While Patrick Hudson, the seaman adventurer. 
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struggled through his song, only too conscious - chat 
his voice was irrevocably coarsened by years of singing 
chanties on Windlasses and topsail halliards, he raised 
his eyes to *thc poop. Miss Pa!grave # and Joanna 
were in darkness ; but the face of Bridget Slattery 
was quite visible to him in the* ray of light ftom one 
of the lanterns^ The young woman was looking 
at him with her lustrous metallic blue eyes ; and her 
hearing seemed strained for every syllable of his 
voice. The suggestion of self-abandonment in her 
calm, mysterious une, and the deep interest she 
exhibited in his singing, flattered his winity ; .*and 
it contrasted so strongly with the, general inattention* 
that Hudson gratefully smiled at the girl as he con¬ 
cluded. Slowly a gentle smile overspread budget 
Slattery’s inscrutable face, dimpling its placid con¬ 
tours in a cV'zen suiprises of form. She clapped her 
hands, for the first time that evening. A vocal ex- 
pression of salts faction succeeded the smile on her lips. 

“ That gill ovof there," said Mias Palgravc to Joanna, 
<f seems greatly interested in the*song.” 

It seemed a si ib in the heart to Joanna these ^ T ords 
of the lady beside her, spoken so indifferently ; a stab 
from a weapon that had been hitherto enveloped in 
c silken sheath. Bit Joanna felt t^e weapon (as it 
were), and not the hand that was wielding it. 

When IJudson descended from the platform all 
the girls on the poop were paving thfir setits to go 
below, at The matron’s orders. Joanna.had dis¬ 
appeared from her place at the top of the laflder, 
and there was a hubbub of voices. The emigrants and . 
the crew on the main deck were likewise in motion, 
and, in response to the chief mate’s orders/ Hudson. 
and a dozen of* his own watch ascended to the poop.to 
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staiv^l by tlie main braces. The wind had fallen to 
a faint air, and the Captain had ordered the mate to 
veer the ship, as there was not enough headway on 
her to put Jier abAut. Thus Hudson unexpectedly 
found himself presently at the side of J.oanna again, 
who was among the * crowd of young women filing, 
one by one, down the narrow comp/nion-way to 
Their'quarters. 

He pressed her arm, unobserved by others, and 
whispered " Good night.” She turned her head to- 
waul him, and then swiftly tifrned it away with 
manifest di^deasure, but made no reply, and followed 
silently the other r chattering gif If below. A little 
further away he found Miss Palgrave in the darkness, 
who-^mt her hand lightly on his arm, and bade him 
“ Good night, and happy dreams !'” ” What has 

offended Miss ^D’Arcy ?*” whispeied Hudson. The 
lady laughed and went below to the saloon without 
another word. * 

»• 

Hiidson went to the braces with the other men, 
and hcfXvondered at the sudden excommunication 
he bad suffered. Ah, well, wome, T i were strange 
creatures ! Let men work and play, and whistle 
them all down the wind for was not that how he 
felt just thtfn ? ^ He began to sing in the rhythmical 
manner of seamen, as they pulled *thc yards round till 
they were square. ^ , 

" ,yo-oh, yo-oh ! Ok> aul-a-way-ay-ay-ay-yeoh ! 
That's the way ay-ay-ay p my bully b^oy-oy-oys ! 
Yo-dh-oh-oh-ee-oh ! Oh, the gals are kittle fisli, 
my boy-oy-oy-oys ! Sjng, my bully boys, sing and 
square them there yards, I say ! ” (Hudson never 
improved on orthodox sea grammar ; only an un¬ 
fledged tyro would attempt that.) “ Haul ’em round. 
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I say-ay-ay-ay-ay ! give me a gal, I say-ay-ay ay ! 
Yo-oh-oh-ee-oh ! wliat is gay-ay-ay-ay-ee-ee-ay-ay 
-ayay-ee-ee-c#oh-h-h-h ! Pull, my bullies ; pull for 
the Rat cliff e % Higlrway, my bully *boys ; yo-oh-oh-oh- 
ee-oh 1 Me to-day and you to-morrow, that's the 
way-ay-ay-ay ! Square them there yards, I tell you, 
square 'em, 4 I say-ay-ay-ay-ay-ay-y ! ” and so bn, 
yo-hoh-ing and *say-aying his thoughts in orthodox* 
sailor manner. 

The patent blocks rattled as the men swung the 
yards round. Men uu the main deck were swinging 
the mizen yards above the hgads of the # mew ondbe 
poop. The first *' R x-hauling ” of the vo>«ige came-' 
as a sudden surprise to the emigrants. What was 
the matter with the ship at all ? 

The decks were soon deserted by all but the crew. 
The matron had locked door of the' companion- 
hatch, and the women below were ail going to bed. 
But some of the little scuttles in the after ’tween-deck 
were open ; and one beneath the mizen channels, 
neai Joanna's bunk, brought in the vokv of her 
lover. Her eye c ' were full of :*ugry tears*, though she 
was kneeling beside her bunk saying her prayers. 
She found his voice coming again and again between 
h r and God? whom she wfts addressing, Grid to whom 
she was making her nightly offering of her heart and 
soul and all tjiat she possessed. Yet how far away 
from God her prayers seamed to travel•! What 
was that Widson was ringing npjv ? - f>he nfust 
listen a moment — just one moment, God excuse 


her ! 


“ Gals are kittle fish, I say-ay-ay-ay ! To hell with 


the gals, my boy-oy-oy-oys ! You to-day-Ay-ay-ay,. 
and me to-morrow-ow-ow-ee-cc-oh 1 Y o-oh-oh-oh-pe* 
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oliV I say-ay-ay-ay ! Give me a gal* I say, what loves 1 
you-ou-on-ee-oh alway-ay-ay-ay ! " 

Yes, that was Hudson’s voice ! 01 1 ! how she 

hated Biddy Slatt?*ry for making licr,so unkind to 
Hudson, when lie wished her “ good night ” on the 


poop. That Hack-Haired creature, how she hated 
her ! And how site loved this man that/was shouting 
* in that strange way up there above-her head ! The 


rattling of the sheave's in the new patent blocks "ex¬ 


cited her imagination. And the voices of other men 
r weie shouting and singing wifcH him now. All was 
pandemoniym within,, her breast ! She could not 


- pray, it/was no use trying f She must let the tears 
flow just as they chose ; she must give way to her 
emohonst or slu would scream * aloud ! Then she 


wept as if her heart would break. " 

" Indeed* it’s little cauwyou have fop crying, with 
a brother and *all aboard the boats ” said the girl in 
the next bunk, putting c.way her rosary beads under 
her pillow. “ If you were like me, now, witli ne’er 
a one Ttt care about you nt all, you might feel lonely 1 ” 
don’t* feel lonely,” sobbed Joanna; '* it’s only 
a weakness I have that makes me cry a little some¬ 
times to myself.” t 

"Oh ! ” responded the girl. « Well, it’s the will of 
God, I suppose. Get 4 into bed and let other people 
sleep ! I’m dead tired.” * > 4 

Joanna undressed hacself, throwing her garments 
in'to a cornei ; and, bulling out the bras ^hairpins, her 
hair* fell to her waist m a disordered mass. " Oh, 
what* harm did I ever do that devil’s spawn, Biddy 
Slattery, that she should want to take fiipi from me ? 
God forgive her ! ” she was saying to herself. "Is it 
any wonder that 1 hate the sight of her ? ” (The 



“ACT OF GOD” 


169 


•brass hairpins wc r e thrown after the clothes on the 
deck.) “ And I, never to be looking for any man, 
and he to be spying he will love me for ever, and I to 
be telling bin* the same thing without meaning to 
tell him at all ; and one day he'll be making game 
of me, perhaps, and it’s all the#fault of that Biddy 
Slattery, the^'black beast ! How I hate her ! Oh, 
God forgive me*!” She lay down in her bunk/- un- ' 
kempt, weeping, and wrathful. 

" Haul-away-ay-ay-ay ! A gal what is gav-ay-ay 
ay 1 A gal from Rutrhffe Ilighwaj^-ay-ay-ay ! Point** 
them there yards, 1 say-ay-yiy-ay 3 H # o-olw>h-oh- 
ee-ee-oh ! Point hnv; bully boy s-oli-oy s oh -4 >y s, for*’ 
the of the old Highway-ay-ay-ay ! ” sang Hudson 
with his shipmates,hi few feet abovelicr bead, bfreing 
up the main yard on the other tack ; and the rattling 
of the blocks 4 hetween evw} ‘burst of cha'nty seemed 
an imprecatory refrain, certain in its "own power of 
fulfilment, neve* varying, sub?, monotonously direful. 

Ah ! God Almighty be good to her ! She had n ever 
loved a man before ! But what, was that soiig he 
had sung about # a woman's eyes ? SheJ, ad never 
heard that song before. Perhaps he had choseh 
that song because Biddy .Slattery was always making 
ey ■ s at him ! 9 • 

Ah, that girl! She had a soul as black as her hair, 
to look at a man with l*er wicked eyes like that ! 
What harm had she ever doiw Biddy Slattery* at all ? 
Well, God Pwgive all black-/ieartetj.,,, worom. said she, 
for they’d never have luck in this world, anyway, 
and the devil had ’em when they died ! 

So thoughts.succeeded thoughts in Joanna’s mind, 
and the night seemed very long to her as 'she Jay 
awake. The matron had closed the little scuttlp, 
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dad she could no longer hear the voices of the seamen'; 
but the breathing of her companions, and the squealing 
of rats foraging under the bunks and 1 among the tin 
plates and dishes' kept her thoughts company. The 
ship seemed to be hardly moving at 9 11 now. When 
would this dreary Hvoyage end ? Yet, a few hours 
ago, she had no thoughts about that*; she had felt 
content to sit beside Hudson for ever ; there on deck, 
under the steady stars that witnessed the plighting of 


their troth ! Well, no woman should come between 
her and her love ; or if she d r&*-shf, the black moun- 
tainy*thiqg—let her .see to it—let her ! or anv other 
woman! All! how those /.anlble rats made her 

t 

shudder ! To think that slu 1 , who came of gentry, and 
she* who had liad a priest for an uncle ! a parish 
priest I—should be compelled to tr’avel the world in 
an old emigrant sailing-ship, instead o^in a fine steam¬ 
boat with beautiful cabins and stewardesses !—a place 
like this was fit enough lor a girl like that mountainy 
Biddy Slattery, but not* for such as she and Miss 
Constance Palgrave, Tut friend. She, Miss D’Arcy 
of^Ivilnat^bber, who 1 -e grandfather had been a magis¬ 
trate and a landed gentleman ! She would tell 
Patrick Hudson that at., the next opportunity. Per¬ 
haps he did’ not know Hurt s*he came of gentlefolk, 
like Miss Ralgiave !, But then she had been cold to 
him at parting for the night; would lie now speak to 
her agUin?<»She would ask Miss Palgrave to help 
Her ; they' , c b fond of each other.’ It was all 

the fault of that black Biddy; the devil d-; oh ! 

there she was beginning it all over again ! 

These circles of thought, tfiat seemed as eternal 
as the 1 symbolic circle itself, becoming units of time 
4n the restless mind, were the hell of self. Joanna, 
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lfke most Irish worsen, was no mystic ; she had no 
power to release herself. She lay there suffering, 
as thousands c fi others have suffered, and she, like 
them, created her own hell and her own suffering. 

When morniyg dawned Joanna had prayed herself 
to slumber. When the sun had i.irisen, and she had 
ascended to tAe poop, her soul had arisen too, and 
the first thing that she did was to say, ” Go'mbean- 
nuighidh Dia dhuit a Brighid!” to Biddy Slattery. 
And Bridget Slattery smoothly responded, “ May 
God and Mary save yoa*kindly, Joanna; but you look 
pale ! ” . , 

Thus are cycles ox ths soul but worn-out circles of 
thought* 



CHAPTER VI 


T HE disastrous advice of the, famous navigator 
La Perouse, that sailing-ships do well in keeping 
close to the African coast when outward bound, was 
followed by many commanders, as recently as twenty 
or thirty years ago; even in the months of August and 
September. But the Youn& Ttrctcndcr had not in 
the course of her existence over suffered such q, lengthy 
delay north of the Equator biforc. The doldrums 
(prophesied by the chief mate) .cere exceptionally 
prevalent. The north-eaet trade wired had left them 
at a higher latitude than even that experienced officer 
could remember during his whole nautical career. 
And, with light airs and sudden squalls from the south- 
"' west, it was tack^anrj tack about till the wind gave 
out altogether, and They found thpmsclves some ten 
degrees north of the Equator, in a region of constant 
rain and electrical disturbance, and with an unex¬ 
pected norm-easterly current gainst ihem. 

The rain, fell in sheets (rather, than drops), flooding 
the decks ; and the sails hung^stiff aqd dark with their 
foot-cloths gagged, fu.ll and heavy with rain-water. 
At night the^vards anc rigging were luminous with 
corposants (composants), when the lightning ceased 
to play among the watcispouts for a few hours; 
and the old Spanish sailor w T ohld cry. “ Salve 1 corpo 
Santo ! ” and pray aloud for w r ind. One night this 
fire of St. Elmo streamed in a long flame from the 
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irfainmast head with arms of crackling sparks. At 
this spectacle those emigrants whose duty; or desire 
for a mouthful (fi fresh air, brought them to the deck, 
and who were mostly Irishmen, blessed and crossed 
themselves devoutly, and one had cried aloud, “ Oh, 
Christ Jesus, ^n of Mary ! will ) ever see dry land 
again ! ” The'county Fermanagh seemed an arid 
spot compared wifh this ! 

Steamships run through this region of baffling 
winds, and calms, and rains, in two or three days, 
and can avoid a wafc*f spout as easily as passing 
another steamship. But sailing-ships arenas much 
at the mercy of the* D*snon Doldrum as eve^ they 
were ; and those to-day who sail in ships suffer as 
sorely as did Dutch dr Spanish marine^ three hundred 
years ago from [flat denioiks sighs, and tears, and 
magnetic pasbinr> ; and anoA from liis callous placidity 
and glassy indifference. 9 

The Young PrUnidcr drifted hither* and thitlier in 
the sudden squalls from norfli, south, east, and west, 
and would tnen lie for hourwtogethei, becalmed, 
with waterspouts ^rising around** her and freaking 
above her. The crew were drenched day and niglit'T 
The weather being warln, tln^y wore no oilskins, and 
worked below afid aloft*in cotton shirts^and dungaree 
trousers, with bare heads and sodden hair, and feet 
all puckered^ with ^continued soaking. The fore¬ 
castle steamed with wet clothes but they were clean 
clothes, for everything had bt4n scj^y^d-etid washed 
that could be. Down below decks, in the emigrants’ 
quarters, life was not so bearable as in the forecastle,* for 
men and women .and children huddled together among 
their old unwashed garments w T aiting for dry weather 
again ; and the windsail at the main hatch had to be, 
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taken down, and the ventilators elsewhere turned to 
leeward at every rainy catspaw of wind. The single 
young women’s quarters suffered most from the con¬ 
fined air, and the temper of the matron and of most 
in her charge grew visibly worse day by day. Their 
quarters were above a large consignment of ale and 
porter barrels in the after hold, and the odour at times 
became unbearable. Sometimes, for a short breathing 
space, the girls came crowding to the poop, only to 
be sent below by a heavy thunder-squall or a breaking 
waterspout, to again inhale the stinking air of their 
prison. 

The saloon passengers also- kept below ; but their 
quarters were better ventilated, and they were more 
spadious. Yet 'all but Miss Palgrave grew irritable, 
and sometimes quarrelsome. Tin*’ Doctor and the 
Captain had not spoked to each other for three days. 
A breach bettveen the two men had been a likelihood 
from the beginning of .-the passage.' The chief mate 
jgrowlea at the second mate, and khe second mate at 
the' boatswain. Mr*, Palgrave, who, to make the 
time less t tedious to himself, had^. asked permission 
‘of the Captain to continue the portrait of Hudson in 
the saloon, was curtly refused by the master. Mr. 
Palgrave really wanted t»o bcgpi another ; for a ftlein 
air effect was not possible in the saloon ; but the 
refusal included any sitting bv a member of the crow. 
So the artist made pencil sketches of*the Captain, 
which wer^^tcTtional caricatures, -and hung them 
against the bulkhead of his state room. Except 
for ‘the tact and abundant good-humo.ur of his sister, 
there had been an open ruptur& between Mr. Palgrave 
and tile Captain, 

. “ The deck is a slippery horror of gliding serpents, 
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these days,” said l the artist plaintively. Trying 
one French novel after another, as an. alternative 
to conversation •made him more plaintive than ever. 

" If 1 put on a horrid, hot waterproof, and go on 
deck, I am continually being thrown dowtf by some 
of the moving ropes under my f feet, and buffeted 
by those aroim 1 me, or drenched by a waterfall out 
of some sail abovd.me ! Were it not for the charming 
idiom of some of the sailors, life would be unbearable ! 
Last night, when I thought I saw a few stars appear¬ 
ing, I went on deck L o listen to that Olsen ; he cheered 
me a little ; but 'one gets tirec] of * got-fam,* and 
words beginning with capital B, though so varied 
in sound when pioeecdmg from the mouth of a dis¬ 
tinguished foreigner. Olsen had eight Ccn swear-vends 
beginning with ITlast night ; but that boatswain’s 
mate has a more pictures- jue \vay of expressing his 
opinions about womankind., I must admit he in¬ 
terested me so'irtffwhat last ®night. ‘Down on the 
main deck a couph* of wive* were scrubbing clothes 
on the deck, between the show«;js. # The boatswain’s 
mate trod on a little piece of sogp, a ppareptjy, and 
’he fell into the arms of one of the women—Mrs. 
Jenkins, the Italian’s wife, I think she was, judging 
from her voice. 4 Wherj. the boatswain’s ‘"mate, with 
the rest of the watch, came up op the popp, to pull 
the ropes up there, he was rfirm^dus views about the 
sex in general? But he ./ants teaching tli^t repetition 
of a decorative unit can be carried *t^o^j^«ometinies.* 
A little instruction in fundamentals would doubtless 
improve his art. Then we had all those lumin'ous 
things on the yqrds a^ain, I wonder if it would be 
worth while painting an impression of them, between 
two flashes of lightning ? No, Pyper is the only man. 
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that could do that 1 Everything icons to have been 
done in art already! Is it any wonder one feels 
despondent sometimes ? Really, Constance, I think 
I shall have to take to black and white for the comic 
papers ! 1 shall begin with Sbacldev and the Cap¬ 

tain. Just look at them standing o\. 4 r there under 

\ 

the skylight arguing about a bit of hy-dirt on the 
chait ! Shacklev’s scrubby face ! .Ouick, I feel in- 
spirt'd ! Give me a pencil ! ” v 

“ Yes,” replied Miss Palgrave, as the two officers 
looked round toward Mr. P.dgrave’s state room 
(in which brother and sister were sitting, the door 
of the. room being open). *VYes, Eustace dear, 
Mr. Shackley, as you remark, has a very interesting 
head; perhaps hie would like you to draw it. But 
you must do him more iustice tlnm you have to the 
Captain.” t 

“ If Em anything like that picture of me which 
your brother did last ^evening, Mbs” Pal grave, he’s 
as far from iustice as wC are from Australia ! ” said 
the master. The. cfih'f mate grinned, and pushed 
out his.- bristly chin sideways toward the Captain. 
"*fhe Captain, who had mislaid his spectacles, had been 
measuring up distances from a spf'ck of dirt on the 
chart. The*true speck of dirt .was a rocky islet twenty 
miles from, the other. The chart in the neighbour¬ 
hood of the ship’s position was now a network of 
interlacing /md criss-crossing lines. Tnis day they 
diad been \vppilyiug Sumner’s method cf finding the 
longitude, for there had been no observation of the 
sun for some three or four days. Neither could agree 
to the ship’s position, within a 1 margin of a few miles, 
and the chief reason of this was, of course, due to 
. the unknown strength of the current, setting more 



“ACT OF GOD ” 


*77 


X>r less to the northward at this time of the year, in 
the neighbourhood of the Sierra Leone coast. 

" We kept too close in on Cape Verd/’ said the 
chief mate. The wc was the nearest thing to you 
that the mate dare allow himself. • 

“ Lve hugged it nearer than that, this time of the 
year, before/ *said the Captain ; * but it’s that current 
this time that $eems to be setting us back on the 
African coast ! How is she heading tin! last time 
you were on deck ? ” 

“ Every point oi the* ■compass, sir ! ” said the mate. 
The Captain stovvled at the Doctor, who had just 
come below, hungry^ hut nnriiitlvd in manner. *' Time* 
for dinner, steward,” the master cAed; 14 the** Jon ah’s 
hungry/' * r - , 

The Doctor flushed, but throw up his head con¬ 
temptuously, and went his beith, humming 

a tune. “ The longer the voyage, the longer the pay,” 
were the audible*words he ^t to thfc tune presently, 
as he washed his hands and brushed his hair. 

The Captain had already begun to feel that cue 
man of science jnd the man j)i art (that \yas Dr. 
Benjamin Clyster and Mr. Palgrave) were two stand¬ 
ing obstacles to that iiu toe ratio government in every 
particular, fnftn setting tke course oP the ship to 
naming the courses ©f the dinner, whicii (wery captain 
should enjoy. The Doctcfta who knew a great deal 
about navigation, having been trained as a naval 
cadet in his youth, had been' In&ard^Jj^ say to Tl^e 
second mate that no captain, fit fhat^tifne of tjie y/air, 
on a colonial voyage, “should keep in close to Tape 
Verd, though jn the # early mohths of the year they ‘ 
might run between the^ islands of that name and 
the African coast, and still haye the north-east trades 

J* 
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to the very line 4 , and sometimes icarry them right 0 
across it.” And though the Captain had kept close 
in to find the south-west monsoon, 'which usually 
prevails from Juno to September in this part of the 
Atlantic, the unexpected loss of steady winds alto¬ 
gether, and the strength of the adverse'.current (with 
th‘e exceptional and northerly extension- of the limits 
of tke doldrums), seemed to give the words of the 

-TO-T- * 

Doctor a weight of wisdom which overbalanced,the 
technical knowledge of the Captain. There is usually 
no doubt whatever in the on;ids of seamen that 


“ what should have been done ” is never done ; and 


that he who knows “ what should have been done ” 


is a better man than he who does it. For the doing of 
it immediately Amove-, it from'the region of the 
“should have been.” The iemail* of the 1 Doctor 


(overheard by the cre\v M had been already the cause 
of more frietiofi between l;im and the ( aptain. 

Mr. Palgiave seemed another obstacle Vo the master s 

righ tful autocracy ; but Miss l’algraw had sufficient 

tact to keep the Captain on speaking terms witli her 

brother,.^ Still, the confinement to the saloon was 

Thaking the critical passenger so sarcastic at the dinner- 

table, and the Doctor—and now*even the chief matt.— 

seemed so amused at Mr. Palsgrave’s 'remarks, that 

the master grew more irritable every moment of his 

existence. Weie it not for'Miss Pa'grave's abundance 

* 

of animal spirits (rather than for her presence there 
a* a woman^Jjlie wiloon of the Young Pretender had 
been as»storniy as the council chamber of the Dublin 
Corporation. 

“ Every point of the compastf, sir ! ” said the chief 
mate again, rolling up the clagrt; “ there ain't a capful 
of wind within a hundred miles of us, 1 But Captain 
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TBerher, R.N., in kis nook says that at this time of 
the voar-’ ’• 

The Doctor •had come out of Ins berth and gone 
into Mr. Palgtave's state room. The* steward was 
preparing the r r-tnble, which aboard* the Young 
Pretender ' • 1 served at one o’clock. To-day the 
meal was delayed by the consultation over the chart. 

" Why can’t these nautical people settle their 
errors of calculation in the master’s state room i ” 
said the hungry Doctor loudly. 

“ Listen to that Lint Jonah ! ” said the ma. tei 
to the mate. • 

“ What would you m’v, mt, to lowering 0 bo it and 
heaving the* log ? 0 said the in.de to the musty*. 

The Doctor was listening to the mate evidently, 
for In* replied loudly to a lemurk by ?vl 1 Palgrave 
about the went 1 e.r, " Yes, si s> Palgi.iV' 1 , a dead calm, 
but not a r.yv of sunligl ’ lor im-Tidia.n altitude ! 
and we shall dnU back at lira rate of fifty miles a day 
so long as it last* ! But why dues not the master 
send out a boat with a se L - ’udivr and tlie log-line, 
and test the corn it, if he L not wire of his :»* P'.un ? ” 


" Why, Doctor, of course tae Captain knows best 
vhat to do,” said Miss Palgyive in a loudei voice still, 
locking sideloi g into die saloon. 

"That’s mere clnlds play, tie kind of tiling they 
do in the Royal Jdavy," said the master contemptuously 
to the chief inate, “ Howevey if you want to bxergisc 

the watch, and test tin* boats, ym* car lower the t\fo 

* • 

lifers that are hanging in the davits, and ptdl atvay 
half a mile, and lirid the current. 1 wouldn't put,* 
much faith in that* Berber's Atlantic Ocean; it’s 
only a Royal Navy book. I took a star last night . 
for latitude, and we can lay off current course and 
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distance from that when you find til'cm, Mr. Shackley.* 
I'll wager that Becher, k.n., is wrong ! ” 

" Yes, sir ; quite likely, sir ; after dinner, of course, 
sir ? " briskly from the mate. , 

" Why, of course, Mr. Shackley U" replied the 
master. “ It will qmuse Jonah ! Sir'll a bit of 
fodlery like what they pass the time with in the 
scientific Royal Navy is bound to" amuse Jonah ! 
And we’ll have all the girls on the poop to hear him 
lecture on navigation and seaman-hip ; ha-ha-hall! 

’ Bosh ! " 

" The Chyotain is really delightful,'" said Miss Pal- 
grave. "Confess, Doctor, y<»u afb only a dilettante 
navigator ? " 

" AYliVltante,^ interposed Mr.* Palgrave, "is one 

who is too wise to incommode hifnself with what 

# 

he loves. Now, the Donor doesn’t k»ve navigation 

any more than I do; do *’<m, Doc tor ? 1 think it is 

- . * • , 
beastly uninteresting stuk altogether." 

fflie Doctor said that lie was interested in every 

science. - - 

" Ok;*sr ; ence has tr*c*n the bane < if life ever since 
Tfie days of Socrates," said Mr. Palgrave. " Science 
has created the Philistine ! Look at Shackley over 
there ; lie’s got a snub nv>se jivd like donates ! lie 
does not bekeve that Helios diir-*, a chariot drawn 
by white horses across 11 in s^ar-strewn firmament, 
not, he'; nor'*that tfip horses bathe themselves in 


the great Qceanus every nigl/c—not Mr. 

Socfates' Shackley ! He does not believe that young 
, Phaeton, unable to control his father’s fiery steeds, 
brought the chariot too near Africa, and, so burnt all 
. the people into negroes—nob scientific Mr. Shackley; 
nor you either. Doctor, dear, any more than you 
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'believe that at Joshua's command the sun stood still 
upon Gibc-on.and the moon paused in -the valley of 
Ajalon. Oh !‘this wearisome science! Even a com- 
posant, a corbus sanctum, is only a few sparks of 
electricity; a»‘d St. Elmo's fire can be exhibited in 
a lecture-rooi i without the aid of the saint i ” 

The Doctor smiled ; he was a scientist, and also 
a rationalist. 

“•Mr. Shuckley’s Bible is Lieutenant Paper's Navi¬ 
gation, and his Prayer Look is Captain Becker's: 
good, sound Loyal Levy bn«»k-s both of thun,” said 
lie ; “ but a little more mat h<-makes, and ■ knowledge 
of what Mr. Lab! ;um lias wriUm. would perhaps 
convince you, Mr. Palgiave, that the sun and moon 
standing still was no miracle at all ! ' 

Mr. Palgiave threw back bis head, and drew in 
a long breath, and said i.ukTing. He was not going 

to argue about tin* nnuuim of the vrrd “ miracle.” 

- ^ 

“ But I dun t.belh vc the “artii is tlat, nor that the 
sun is a chariot <4 firv drawn by vkiite horses driven > 

mJ 

by a god,” said the Doctor. • 

“ But you be’ ; eve there is a cm rent the sea 
hereabouts drifting us back at the rate of fifty miles 
a day ? " said Mr. LVlgrave, as the dinner bell rang 
1( udiy, and the coloured steward appeared in the 
saloon with his aim,, loaded vitb dishes. * . . 

My supporj comes from the most intelligent race 
in history the Greeks thenvwl^'s," continued Eustace 
Palgrave, following the Doctor apd his sister in%o 
the cabin, wheie Mr, Shackley and the master \Vere 
awaiting them. 

“ Except Soeiaies,* said the Doctor, sitting down. 

“ So you don’t like • navigation ? " inquired the 
Captain of Mr. Falgtavc, as the soup was being served. 
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The Captain spoke as if he were Spoiling for a hoi? 
argument. 'The artist deftly turned the stroke with 
a parry about what he understood—dblicate cookery 
—and said— , 

“ No more than I like tinned mulVgatawny three 
times a week, Captain.” \ 

’The Doctor had finished his plateful in a moment. 

“ Moah 'gittawny, sah ? ” said t'he steward, re¬ 
moving the plate. 

“ The best soup I ever tasted in my hf<\” said 
the Doctor, ” just like that u'l used to got in the 
Royal Navy.” 

Now the Captain was in somewhat of a quandary ; 
he could not d<frnd the cookery. because he ,was at 
variance" with £he Doctor and ‘ the Royal Navy, 

I f J 

and he could not deprecate it, because that would 
seem to be agreeing witji .Mr. Palgryve. So he fell 
back upon that one unfailing argument m all sliip- 
board complications—tho argumentum ad homincm. 

‘‘Some people don’t know when soup is good or 
bad,” said he ; " they haven't any taste at all ! ” 
T1 j? , '‘tIlW mate grinned and pushed out his chin 
toward the master in his usual way. Now how would 
the delicate Mr. Palgrave turn that ? And did it 
not hit the Doctor as wtM ? Doth these ideas were 
in that facial motion of the mate’s, and tin* Captain 
understood, and repeated tile words, " ]$q taste at all! ” 
Mr. Palgrave, howeyer, was quite willing to mystify 
the simple-tlwwigjitb.cl old Captain ; for, ^holding up 
his ‘united spoon with a magisterial manner, he said 
.affectedly— 

” Ah 1 my dear Captain, kindly inform us what 
is taste? ” as if he had been Pilate asking " What is 
truth ? ” 
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* The Captain's lame ad ho mine m reply that the 
artist had better go to school again and learn, was 
but a feeble Stroke, and Mr. Shackley kept his eyes 
down on his plate. He must come to the assistance 
of Ins superior or he would be worsted m the fight. 
As the Capta n hesitated— 

“ Is it good taste, Mr. Palgravc, to find fault with 
the food that everybody else enjoys at the table ? " 
said the chief mate. 

“ Ah, Shackley, how Socratic.! ” said Mr. Palgravc, 
smiling good-natur* dly ; “ but, please mnemlrr 

I did not find lault with mulligatawny ; I'merely 
stated my dislike for .mulligatawny three times a 
week.” 


"‘What is good once is good manj times, and it’s 
true of victuals, is it not ? ” said the mate. 

“ Moie Sony tie still/’ s. id Mr. Palgravc :• ""but 
I dispute that^ point ; and .vhat is good is only what 
we believe to be*good for oroelves/' 

" One man’s nieftt is anotner man's poison, I suppose 
you mean ? ” said the Captn’vj; -nd one can have 
too much of mea sometimes, oh ? ” * 

“ Precisely, my charming Commander/’ said Eustace 
Palgravc; “your p. overhaul philosophy is worthy 
of Tapper himself M 

The sarcasm in Iris voice grated unpleasantly on 
all present, ant[ Miss Palgravc hastened to interpose. 

“Oh, Captain, how sharp y%>u are to catch b ppint 
like that! ’ she said, with such a clever and practised 
note of admiration in her voice that tire n%rte *and 
the master were deeply flattered. Then she added* 
before her brother cotrld feint again— 

“ Who is goihg in the boat this afternoon ?* Won’t 
you take me ? 
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“ Oh, Mr. Shack] ey in one boat, send the third mate 
in the other,-with six men in each, 1 suppose/* said 
the Captain, t * 

” And can’t /go ? ” asked Miss Palgrave plaintively. 
“ And if you got caught in a waterspout, what ? ” 


said the Captain. ^ \ 

u There has been none in sight to-day, Captain.” 

*' N*o, no ! Miss Paigrave. 1 can't 11*1 any passenger 


into a boat; but you can look on from the poop, 


and—and you can listen to the Royal Naval lecture 


on navigation,” said Hu* Captain. looking sideways 
at the Doctpr, who was now cramming potted chicken 
and ham into his capacious h.mutlf: 

L f X 

The Toe tor grew ied in the face, but be grinned with 
masticatory accofnpa ament at Miss Palgrave. 

The lady changed the subject agaiih 

”AVkat an unfortuuaft\lane it has been lately for 
the poor emigrant girls ! i :’ she said to the* Doctor. 
‘How do they manage'down lx low m that stuffy 
. place ? I can hear than complaining and quarrelling 
half the night 1 Their voices come into the saloon 


thiov/gb-~t)io>e thm Toards—theren behind that— 
that companion ladder.” 

- ” Yes ; I slink have to physic some of them if they 
don’t behave tl/Tus^lves,’* replied the Idoctor ; “ the 
matron is full of complaint-» ewrv morning. Some 
of them will not get out 01 1 h«*ii buu,ks at all ; and 
those that go can deck^get wet through, and change 
their soaking garinints^ when they come below, and 
get Svet.through again when they go on deck.” 

“ They can all come on deck this afternoon, any¬ 
way,” said the master, speaking to Miss Palgrave. 
“It is n6t raining now, though I expect we shall have 
the clouds growing heavy again toward night.” 
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*' Poor creatunb, how they must suffer in that 
crowded plac£ ! I do pity poor Joanna D’Arcy; 
she is growing so pah' and melancholy. This fore¬ 
noon she would not *-peak a word*to anybody. You 
should ask tli^ Captain, Eustace, dear, to let Joanna 
come down 1 /p* into the saloon, and then you could 
make an oil study of her, and *1 could read some-of 
those funny stofirs by Lmcivonde to her." 

"•No me for lum to .mk me that," said the Captain. 
“ Why, you’ll want that man Hudson down here next, 
and be reading to h«V*! Can't allow that, Mbs Pad- 

grave; and consider the ‘ (rid Chicken,’ too! She 

4 • 

would make miseh;*>i (liffugn, Vou take iny word for 4, 
it. or not Jonathan K. j< i wip, Mmler Manner." 

" That matron Idas a no-,; mt< is >Ung pi u-oiVihty.’’ 
said Eustace P:\lgia\v. "I can’t understand why 
everybody dtdjkm her ; she^ias reve.ded to rge• wowr 
of the feminine imbuim than am otlier person 
I liave met. J Sh ! Ljdcn jo iur nbw ! that is the 
voice! she is in •the fom-Vabin now, t’other side of 
t ha t in a t c h br >a r d i ng. ’’ 

"Now, girls, ]) ’s not raining; get on deck* ‘"^ry 
one of you. You, Mirandi Jenkms! you leave that 
pair of drawers Ivdoy ; you can't dry them on the 
poop, for theft immodest mowd of men to gaze at 
them; hang them up her' jvith "th^so chemises. 
Mary Josephine Idanageift ! did I not tell you to 
change yuilrs ? If you’ve o^ily one .pair, you can 
borrow another ! Such a dirty «lot of Irish'*pigs # it 
was never my bad fortune toTfavehuuler rm\ before ! 
It’s been raining for a week, and not six of you have 
washed more than* your liafcds and faces. You, 
Statia Heggarfy ! your, legs are like a red* Indian’s 
from the dye of that petticoat. Get on deck with 
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you all! You, Biddy Slattery, you’re tlic only tidy 
girl among that lot. Why, Katty Dooley, I could 
sow potatoes between your shoulder-blades, they're 
so grimy ! There, get on your sha\yl, and go on 
deck with you. Hurry up, all of yo^! or ’twill be 
raining again.” I 

ft She is often moie descriptive than that,” said 
Eustace Palgrave ; “ but 1 prefer it‘at night, before 
going to bed ; at meal-times it is not quite so enter¬ 
taining. But the Doctor doesn’t seem to mind ; 
he's a hardened sinner. Are* you not, Doctor ? 
Miss Palgraye was laughing. 

” That's enough,” said "tjje ifraster. " I’m glad 
I finished fir^t. ‘ ilay the Lord make us truly thank¬ 

ful, inYi-er-um-er! Amen 1 ’ All unified ? Get the 

boats lowered, ^r. SlinrkJev ! 

** *. 

- The .meal ended abd *ptly (though the Doctor 
still lingered o\Vr some p impkin fait, and then put 
a piece of cheese bn somc«buttered biscuit and carried 
, it from tlie table in hb hand, nibbling at it as lie fol¬ 
lowed the others to Pie. poop). 

again Mbs Palgrave breathed freely; 
“and her vigilance relaxed. Everybody seemed in¬ 
terested, and many wore amused, at the despatching 
of the two quarter boats, «.vith r heavy lumj) of iron, 
and a hundred fathor/is of rope, *\u<\ a log line, and 
the little s< < end-glass like ah egg-boikg, in each boat. 

Mr. fchaeklui/ took yommand of the ‘port boat, 
aiid Mr. Sornei villeg the third mate, of the starboard 
boat* The surface of\no sea was like a dark mirror ; 
the unruffled swell was as barely perceptible as the. 
rising and falling of fhe breast*of a sleeping tiger. 
The cloifds were higli and motionless' for tlie most 
part ; but, here and then*, descending in darker 
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‘stratiform layers,- their quiet horizontally broken 
in one or twp places by jagged points like sharks' 
teeth. Many'miles away could be seen a streak of 
sunlight on the water, arid the slanted rays from 
the hidden sir/. Presently this streak 6f light dis¬ 
appeared, a # zigzag Hashes of electrical disturbance 
played about among the indigo 4 colourod clouds. 

The third mate’s boat had headed for the streak 
of sunlight, the chief mate’s in the opposite direction. 
Patrick Hudson was pulling stroke oar in the latter 
boat ; and as it dn w*away from the ship he lifted 
his left hand a moment, and waved it inward the 
crowd of young w mien trailing oyer the poop taff- 
rail. Joanna D’Aicv, who wn- tm-re by th<\side of 
Miranda Jenkins, effected not to e him*, but. to 
both her surprisi and chagrin, Hndgel Slattery pulled 
the kerchief frpm Ikt own fleck and waved ita 1 fir 
a moment toward the buit. She then turned her 
quiet, mysterious fact 1 toward Joanna, and pierced 
her with a steady gaze. And then Hudson lifted 
his hand again, and Ioanna c ould see him laughing, 
and hear him sir ging with the other men the ^- £ -:in 
oi a song common aboard ships at that period— 


We’ll rirsv, wt. 11 row, o’e? the waters so blue, 
Like a feather wdil float in our gum-wee canoe. 


Change of occupation hail made both boats’ crews 
hilarious. Joanna furtively ^croisod .herself*- under 
her buttonless jacket. 1'ho third mate could* l % x* 
heard quite distinctly in the utner direction,* ^bawling 
with all the muscular powei of a deep chest, and with 
a throat of iron, another bcntihiental refrain beloved 
of seamen. • . • 


*' How far arc they going 


inquired Mi» Pa [grave. 
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Oh, a mile each way for comparative observations,' 
I suppose,” .said the surgeon ; ” it’s usual.” 

” And why have they got all that hope and those 
lumps of iron in tlie boats ? ” said the matron. 

” That’s to * anchor ’ the boats,” s^d the Doctor ; 
” to keep ’em steady in tlie current, yop know.” 

” And the little egg-boilers, what‘are they for ? ” 

“ Those are second-gla^e-,, to time the log with ; 
they’ll heave the log when they 'anchor.’ 

” And can they really touch the bottom of the sea 
in this part ? 1 


” Ohv no ! ” explained the Doctor ; " the iron will 
only keep them steady a while, ‘so that the surface 
current J .annul aflect tin m ; then limy will heave the 
log and hnd tlu* rah' of the -loam, and take the 
direction of the‘line, as it runs out, by the compass.” 

ViAon know everythin 1 !*'^ 1 ?o< tor ! ” ^aid the matron 
admiringly, as "tin* young women crowded around 
with intent ears. ” 1 bal’Vvc you know more than 
the Captain himself ; I have been matron in two ships 
before thh one, amCJ .don’t tk member such an in- 
ter/v^Uu^incicleiit as ” va 

” Oh, it’s common in tlie Royal Navy,” said the 
Doctor lightlv. 

” Our (h.ptain was icwr m 4 lie Royal Navy, was 
he?” inquired oik* of the girK “I’m sure we are 
going out of our way. and will ne\er reach Australia.” 

" Thwc is no such tbivg as a Captain in the Merchant 
Service' 0 said the Doctor; ” he i> only a Master, 
a sailing «Mavter, you ifnow ; jiv-T a man to sail ships, 
that Vail. ‘ Captain * is a military, or rather a militant, 
"title ; Master, and Pilot, and Matr, are strictly nautical 
ones, like Boatswain and Sujvrcargo.” 

” You know,” lie added (as his -hearers stood, 
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silent, around himf “ in the Navy a Captain liau to 
fight the Qumi’s enemies and defend .the Empire, 
and men like me have to do om duty too.” 

f ' 

“And isn’t w>ur Captain a real Captain at all, at 
all ? ’’ asked tip* gh] who had spoken before. 

“ Well, of Icourse, like Doctor Clyster, it’s only 
common politeness on our pait tt» call him a Captain’* 
said the matron.* fhe surgeon gave the matron a*keen * 
glance through his gold spectacles. 

“ Oh, I don’t begrudge him Ins title. I am not 
the Board of Tiade/’valid the Naval surgeon ; “ but, 
dear me ! what aVingular cloudy is gathering oi*t there 
in the third mate’s direction ! ” 

One # of the shai k’s-teetli-shaped pn-jection^at the 
edge of a dense of cloud had fin own largei and 

more pointed. Below it, near the boat, they could 
see its daik reflation point bj* upward. 

The Ca]>lain and Miss fodgiave w^re standing in 
conversation sonje distance Jrom the* Doctor and his 
audience, but the Gutter’s words ware, or the greater 
part of them, audible. The Captain looked at Miss 
Paigrave inteuth as he said . “ Did you ev*ur 
about Captain Cook, MBs ? ” 

“ What ! the ere at navigator ! ” said the lady : 

f *• • t • 

“ of course 1 have. Curtain •Jessup.” 

“And perhaps jau’vv heaid,about Barker Snow, 
and liow that ^nol of a Koval Navy Captain refused 
to let him and his merchant stamen gi* to the lescue 
of Franklin? No? Ah 1 Well,* you migl;{ oblige 
me by asking Jonah over there whether Captain Oook 
was brought, up in the Royal Navy —though‘they 
were glad to get him # afterward?, eh ? As for college 
training, Miss Paigrave, my third mate was tit Cam- , 
bridge University, and he’s about the stupidest mate 
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I’ve ever had under me. What brought him to seal 

along with Jonah, I don't know. I'm.d-, excuse 

me, if he can steer a boat ; lie’s used to outriggers 
and sliding seats, I suppose, ha-ha-hall ! Just look 
at him thrdtigh this pair of glasses 1 

Miss Palgrave took the binocular^ and looked 
through. The boat was making a very zigzag course, 
and was now heading back for thehship, it seemed. 
Reflections had disappeared ; the water was disturbed 
around the boat ; the third mate seemed to be looking 
over his shoulder at somethirg in the wake of the 
boat, and qs if that thing wire following it ! 

“ They are corning back,' saul* Miss Pul grave. 

,f WlAt ? cried the Captain. “Coming back? 
Why, lie* 1 can’t 'nave hove the log yet ! What, in 
thunder, is the loul coming back for*? 


■ **> -t <r 


r. Shackley’s bo;H is stationary, away over 
there continued MUs TTlgrave ; “ they arc putting 
the lump of iron over the *ule now.” 

“ Have another look this way at that University 
officer of mine, Mi^JW grave, my dear ; what is he 
? ” , * 

“ Oh ! they are all pulling now like mad creatures,” 
said the lady and, mv goodness ! what a commo¬ 
tion there is in the watep- behind them ; it all seems 


boiling and steaming A ” 

“ Waterspouts, sure enough ! ” cried the Captain. 
“ Just;'look at that /alack cloud above the boat. 
Quick, give me the'*glasses, miss.” 

To the naked eye the boat had now disappeared. 
, T n the field of the Captain's binoculars the wiiite life¬ 
boat could be seen spinning rdund and round, and 
the meh’s oars , splashing vainly in' the disturbed 
water; .and, close by, the sea was heaping itself up into 
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Another agitated m;iss; and above it other dark cones, 
or triangular shapes, were dipping, as it were, toward 
the boiling warer. 

" Get a cartridge up out o{ the lazaretto/’ cried 
the Ca])tain, %md fire oft that signal gun.” (The 
second mate, *Mr. Parrish, was now standing beside 
him, having finished his dinner.)# 

As the second; mate ran below, and the Captain 
unlashed the little one-pounder gun, the Doctor, with 
the matron and all the emigrant girh, came forward to 
tell the master that tbvthird mate’s boat wa-» lost. 

“ Ah ! the hi'(It is all rightsaid the Captain 
” it’s the men I‘m thinking of. Here, stand aside all 
of you J Get out of my way, Surgeon JonahGive 
me that bag of powder (to tin r-vcv.fld mate) '* and 
the friction tub . Slew the gun found ! Right ! 
Stand away ! J ( npk ^ut ! ” t . ■ * 

The gun exploded in lli**#sti!I air wfih a deafening 
leport for a one-pounder. T!^* Captaiil looked through 
the binoculars. A* he looked, he gave rapid orders to 
the second mate. 

” Signal Mr. Sl^ckley. Ih/h understand the thy 
N, C, and look around for the other boat. Hah ! 
there she breaks ! There goes the spout ! a*id the 
beat s bottom up ’ ($>od Uod ! I can't see a man 
anywhere ! Here, Miss Pal grave \ look through the 
glasses. What can you sec*? 

“ I can only see the bottom the boat. And now 
the falling ^iin has hidden that 1 ” cried Miss P«?igrave. fc 

“ The chief mate’s boat wtll**pass us pretty close,” 
said the set'ond mate. “ I’ll get the speaking trumpet, 
and hail her ! ” 

“ Aye, cpiite rtght; do ! do ! Tell them to pull like 

devils ! ” 



“ACT OF GOD” 


In a few moments the heavy sheets of falling rain 
that had hidden the capsized boat, disappeared, and 
once more the Captain looked through the glasses. 

“ Not a sign of life on it,” said he. “ We can only 
wait for the mate to bear down on it , it would take 
ns twenty minutes to get one of the < ther boats oif 
the skids into the wuvt.” 

Presently the second mate was bawling through 
the speaking-trumpet to the chief mates boat^.and 
the latter ollicer was waving his hand in response, 
and urging Hudson and tlu *»eln.r men to pull hard 
-for the plrev of the disaster. All hands were now on 
d«ak, and c wry < j imui,mf m the ship. Ejaculations 
of hope were on everybody's lips. The main and fore 
shroud.-. Vo a e crowded with seamen, all gazing intently 
at the little speck of white*, floating on the uiiruillcd 
sVdlrw* of the sea; andontV (hwt route's boat getting 
smaller and siAiILt a-, ii nppioathed it. 

The Doctor had a pJr of opera-gia^ses, and the 
second mate the long grass belo; gmg to the* ship ; 
and their coinnio^ well as the Captain's, were 
'"Ttr^*fTy pissed fiom one to the oth ~ th»* whole length 
of the ship, and brmk again, amazingly altered in 
their travels. 

The men were all drowned ;*no, all but one. They 
weie imd« id]je boat and could rot be got out. Hud¬ 
son had dived under the capsized boat ; he had not re¬ 
appeared, The creweof the chief mate's boat were 
drying to right the otln r boat. All ol the men were 
in^the. Water.* Hudson was smashing a hole through 
,*thc “bottom with the boat hook ; no,, he was under 
the boat* They were towing* tlu' boat back. All 
were s # aved ! ?$o I there were only seven men in 

the ch'ef mate’s boat ! All were lost but one mat]. 
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• It wastrue that t\ie capsized boat was now beingtowed 
back, and it was true that the number of men in the 
mate's boat Irad only been increased by one man, 
and they presently discovered that he was Cardiff 
Price, in the sJV'ond mate’s watch. • 

"Sure enough," said the Captain, “they have 
knocked a hole through the bottf >m of the other boat; 
and maybe thrivbk somebody under it, and alive; 
for £hcse lifeboats have air tanks and float high, and 
there’s room for half a dozen men above the thwarts. 
If they can keep th*<tf heads out of the water they 
might be alive !* Have a parbuckle re^dy/ bos’ru 
when they come elu^gdde.^No ! get a strop through 
each of the ring-holts. aii3 clap on^he da\it Luckies, 
tliat wTll riglit her 1*" • * *, 

When the chh«f mate’s boat at length reached the 
side of the 1-t-eaJiyetl slup.I►another lialf*houi*»i9ffCr 
elapsed, and the S4\ men fulling at fhe oars of the 
heavy lifeboat* wne exhausted. Their progress had 
been \ cry slow, and they hafl stopped for a few minutes 
to break anothei hole through the bottom of the other 
boat. # 


" Who is underneath ? ,5 shouted everybody as 
they had come within.hail. 

A. * P 

Ml the men in the l>>oat were wot through with sea¬ 
water, and Cardiff ,I Vice was a;> pale a* a page of 
a log-book, and groaning With pain. The chief mate 
looked up at the Captain ard^hook his head, ; They 4 ' 
pulled round to the quaiter davits and .itdjusted 
the strops to the ring bolts uncter water, and hooked 
on the tackles. Then many hands, as many as fcould. 
find a place on the boat falls," emigrants, men and 
women, seameif and officers, pulled as if theii own 
lives depended upon righting the bo.it. i 
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Joanna D'Arcy was crying softly-to herself, '* Thank 
God!" and " The Lord have mercy on them," al¬ 
ternately. The f^rst ejaculation had reference to 
Patrick Hudson, the other to the missing men. Hud¬ 
son and the other men below were helping to turn 
over the boat, as those upon deck pulled at the tackle. 
Who was underneath ? Everybody was either clam- 
ouring or groaning and weeping. 

Presently the boat turned over suddenly, nearly 
full of water, and there, lying under the thwarts, 
was the still body of Mr. SomhrVille, the third mate. 

” Hand over hand i up with the boat ! Haul away, 
my hearties ! " cried the Captain:' 

The water rushed out of the two gaping wounds 
in the h it'tom of the boat ; and j-Cit rose to the height 
of the poop, a number of willing hands lifted the 
body of the third ie:ate '^L-end laid him on 
the deck. Cardiff Price Was hauled up in a bowline 
out of the other boat, and carried forward to the fore¬ 
castle. 

" Now, then, where’s Jonah ? " cried the Captain, 
to work, some of you, and pkmp some air into 
him ! Let Jonah try his skill lirst ; it's time he did 
something ! " 

" It's no time to snarl and sneer," said the Doctor. 
" Stand back, all of you ! Ce-me, Mr. Palgrave ; 
take off your coat and roll'it up ! That's it 1 Now, 
to ancl' fro ! and fr** ! gently and regularly. Ah ! 
we must get the water out of him first. ' Turn him 
ov£r on bis chest," 

But, though the Doctor and the others applied 
every possible method of resuscitation for nearly an 
hour, they could not restore the third mate. Mr. 
Palgrave, who for the first time since he had stepped 


i 
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aboard seemed to be real flesh and blood, was, with 
much persuasion, at length made to desist. Per¬ 
spiring with the unwonted exercise* he expostulated. 

A heavy lock of his daik, dank hair hung down over 
his brow. * 

“ Surely he .'and be dead. Doctor ! It's too awful 1 
Let somebodj’ else try! You Are not going to give 
him up like tlfat. Give him sonv* moje brandy. 
Wrap him in blankets. Oh ! it’s too awful ! Let us 
try again I ” 

“ No ; dead ! quio’ dead ! ” said the Doctor. 
“Poor fellow! P>ut what about the othe live men, 
eh ? Don’t make iuo much tuss about ovr. And 
we hav£ all to die some day. I’ll ii av g.> in- rmend 
to the other mam lie was spitting bljiod. I i.Viced.” 

“ Let the sailmaker sew liim up," said the Captain, 
“and well give lv m a y opir fine ral to-morrow 
morning out of thy # Pra\ei Hook. I have lost a good 
officer ” (Miss P^lgrave tiu :1 not to smile at the nil 
nisi, and failed), ‘'•and live of my best men, and i ’’ 
on account of this Rovul Vtionsensc. What 
current did you hud, M-. Shac hley ? 

“ Sou’-sou’-east, sir, about one knot, not more.” 

“Just what I expected,said the master, raising 
his voice; “the regm ir Guinea currant, of course; 
we are not close enough to land fo. a northerly current, 
and we are not # far enough south for the equatorial 
current. But doctors are na\ightors th«*>e days} 

“ Yes, sir ; I think w r e shall have wind to-night? 
sir. There's a heavy squall making up over there to 
the west.” ** 

“ Aye, Jonah’s abfmt done fiis worst/' said the 
Captain, looking’ after the Doctor ; V my besf officer 
and five men. There’s a nice entry for the log-book! 
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Some of them must have got 'tangled in that hundred 
fathom of rope when she capsized, and J suppose none 
of them could swipi. I can’t myself, for that matter, 
and I’ve been thirty years a sailor. Five able sea¬ 
men, and niy best officer ! Good Hcav *n ! what luck, 
and six degrees north of the line ! F that Doctor 
isn’t a regular Jonah, I never saw one ! There, tell 
the sailmaker to sew him up ; and fell the carpenter 
to make that boat all right again in the morning. 
I'll go below and write up the log. Good Heavens ! 
five first-rate able seamen anu» ‘die best officer I ever 
/had under me ! ” 

A heavy squall with lightning fmd rain soon cleared 
the decks of all but the crew. The Young Pretender 
again ^iped southwards on her ‘ mission, and with 
shortened sail—for the squall, and’the breeze which 
^bm7s*;cl it, was west-1 /pno^-ther^' The body of the 
third mate was laid in eg bunk uv a berth under the 
poop, which opened on in the main clock, and had 
been used as a hospital* duiing the voyage. Here 
the sailmaker. assisted, by the boatswain's mate, 
the body in old canvas, and put some heavy 
pieces of holy->tone at the foot, and tilt 11 stitched it 
all up snug and shapely. It , was now quite dark, 
and through the open <lunr Jlie boatswain's mate 
could bo se*m liolchyg a lantern* over the* dead man, 
while the sailmaker woiked awav with needle and 
A pJ ; niy The watch kept aft on the qua*iter-deck by 
orders, v ;is they were frequently wanted 'to trim or 
shbrten* sail ‘in the uncertain breeze. Sometimes 
«r'L man would peep into the 44 hospital,” and come 
back to the group of*seamen, Imddled together under 
the hrf'dk of t{ie poop, with a comment such as, 
“ Boys), oh, boys ! did ye ever see the like ! ” or, 
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Ht She’s an onlucky hooker, lads ! you take my word 
for it ! ” or, “ Who’d sell a farm and come to sea ? 

I wish I washout of her! There’s a Jonah some- 
wheres, ain’t there, boys ? I pity ole £ Chew-the-rag ’! 
He’s fixed ! ” ’The old Spanish sailor who had cried 
44 Salve! corpo santo!" to the composants on the 
yards, and called tin* n i “Our# Lady’s crown,” was 
alone jubilant, aficf prophesied liner weather and a fair 

wind- 

And among not only the crew, but in the minds of 
many of the emigrant* th«T<* was a great depression, 
and a feeling of piedeDmated disaster. TDe Cfptain’s 
own words, his refe.* uoe 10 the Dor. lor as 4 ' Jonah,” 
were citeulab-d tiumigh tie 1 ship. The Doctor's 
failure to restore tm* third mate's iif«* had wered 
his prestige in most of their minds. What was the 
good of a doctor d h«* onild n-?i save th*• life of a^ 
healthy young man like Die thud mate ? And it 
was soon said by everybody (outside of the saloon) 
that the boats hud«D*<-ii launched to please the Doctor. 
One man was Laird to sa\ 1 hat it was a pity the 
Doctor himself he.1 not gone in the third mate’s Dadf* 
for then he would have heal a tree passage to land in 
the belly of a whale. The seaman, whatever notions 
li' may have about the prophet Jonah's spiritual 
qualities, has not yet rejected the whale that preserved 
him. And though the wihd, with variable strength, 
sometimes squ.my and somdines a ligjit air. 
them continuously on their course,*yet dissatisfaction 
grew every minute stronger. That eveiYmg, flip tlfird 
mate (whose duty it was) would have weighed ou4 
all the provisions fen* the various messes the next 
day. The seqrxld mate, assisted by # the steward and 
cook, took the place of the thud mate; and, yiew to 
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the business altogether, made many blunders, andt 
trod on many a tradition, as it were, that had been 
growing in the ’tween-decks. The married women 
began to clamour /or more of this food, or less of that ; 
to ask for arrears of Migar and butterf; and to insist 
that the salt beef was shortwcighted. T t was a night 
of'general dissatisfaction, and the piesence of the dead 
body, in the ship made the more* optimistic among 
them quite gloomy. In the single women's quarters 
the prayers for the dead could be heard. The men 
on deck could plainly cat el 1 the "esponses of the girls ; 
find one of the men, wh<> was a (Vhohc, crossed himself 
repeatedly and devout iy. * Sometimes In* peered down 
through the little grated batch on the quarter-deck, 
or tuip^d one €ar to it and listened. One of the 
drowned men bad bwrat an Irishman*. named OTIallo- 
jmd the Catholic V'ee,man # Jtjf that it was his 
duty to pray more for Ibis one of the household of 
the faith than'for the .others. ‘ Boys, oh. boys! 
I wouldn’t mind the others ; but Lead have mercy on 
Mike OTlalloran ; the b**st of ’em all, I tell you, bar 

In the middle watch that night, Patrick Hudson 
was pacing the deck with Dominick D’Arcy—who 
was on emigrant watch! himself-—aiui talking over 
the events ,of the..preceding day. The musician, 
who with the othei men had run up to tire poop when 
tb£,,b<i;ats had arrived, and Jiad attempted to help 
£he others in the general excitement, had also noted 
hi* sister’s teUrs, and liad seen her looks cast toward 
Jiudson. In that crowd of men and women, when* 
everybody was shouting, or talking, or wailing, he 
also ha/T shouted more than he hadyheeded. But, 
on ielection, he now recalled the words of his sister, 
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* and her looks as she spoke Luem. And he recalled 
Hudson’s own looks towaid his sister, though the 
young woman and Hudson had not spoken to each 
other, but rather seemed estrangM. Dominick also 
recalled the night of the concert, and # the familiar 
words he had heard pass between them. At one pmnt 
of the conceit—that night of his violin obbligato , and, 
of Miss Palgrave's sweet, eJrasive thanks—he had 
indeed caught sight of his sister's hand resting on 
Hudson’s shoulder, and saw Hudson's own raised 
to touch it. He fcl^.that an explanation would be 
desirable ; but ho found some difficulty in broaching 
the subject. * - * 

Tlui two men first h'-gan to discuss the catastrophe. 
Patrick Hudson (explained the ^nature vf water¬ 
spouts, and th<; cause of their gyratory im/vement. 
Then they fell to exchanging tin nights about death 
and judgment, *ajui how unprepared, most mt^n were 
for sudden death. h'rom that th*y turned to re¬ 
flections on the* merits of*the dead officer. Presently 
Dominick said abruptly— 

■‘I overheal d the chief ?ti\ ing to the sec ond 

mate that lie believed you h’d a certificate, and that” 
the Captain would do well to put you in the third 
nude’s place.* * • 

“ V r es, I shall become* quite a gentleman for once 
in my life, Dominick, s)i:dl 1 not ? Tfie mate spoke 
about the mafter to myself i^ tilt* second dogwvatclu^ 
“And then you will live in the c-Tmi—qjofig r with 
Miss Palgrave and her brother—and tliet;e wiJJ. \>e 
no night walks together again, will there?* .Faith ! 
'I’m sorry for myself, any w^v; I was beginning*Xo 
like you, an4, so was—er, I think, my sister has a 
liking for you, Mr, Patrick.” 
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Hudson remained silent for a „ minute or more. * 

The conversation had taken a turn that seemed 

scarcely a pleasant one to lnm. Yet was he not deep 

in love with the young woman ? Why should he not 

v - \ 

admit it to -her own brother ? Yet he hesitated to 
reply to the direct question that DArcy (the ice 
now broken) put to him as he remained silent. 

“ Sure, Mr. Hudson, and are you fmt fond of the 
girl yourself ? 

The seaman felt very uncomfortable. How should 
he ansvi'r? And why should he be reluctant to 
ap'ow his affection, if he frit that it‘was worth any¬ 
thing ? Hut was it woith anything ^ Would it last 
longer than this passage to Australia ? How could he 
tell thi^ (p.rnest young Irishman that he doubted him¬ 
self ? that he Moved, and yet felt* very uncertain 
■ftbou^Jtlie duration ol lift-. love ? ^ length he re¬ 
sponded rather toghtly— 

“Oh! I think slx-'s tljy handsomest girl in the 
ship, Dominick, and you must b« proud of such 
a beautiful sister ! ” 

—But you don't like her m thti wa* I mean, then ? ” 

“Why, what way do you mean ? *’ 

“ You know well enough, Mr. Hudson, and so does 
Jo/zanna.” ’ r * 

“And does,your sifter like me ;n that way, Domi¬ 
nick ? ” 

Hudsqn,” sni<i D’Arcy seriously, “ you’ll 
be one of the officers soon, and living down in the 
saloon wi(h Miss—er—you’ll be up there on the poop 
among* the young women every day, and I trust to 
you as a gentleman not to make a fool of the girl. 
I have a^great liking for you myself, buf I can’t hate 
like Jo/zanna.” 
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“ Can’t hate , Dominick ? ” 

“ Aye,” said D’Arcy quietly, “ hate, I said. I know 
JoAanna, and I give you fair warping. Don't make 
a tool of a girl that loves you.” 

“Come,” sa’d Hudson, “I don’t intend to make 
a fool of any girl, especially your own sister, Dominkk ; 
I respect her too much, I assure^you.” 

“ Mind you !•”* continued Dominick, unheeding 
Hudson’s words, “ l don't want to catch you with 
any talk about marriage—-I'm not one of that sort, 
Mr. Hudson—time en u*gh when we all set Fxn asnore, 
if it comes to anything. No, I don't raivu! that f 
but I warn you JoAaana's not the ghl t<> hr made a fool 
of bv any mail, or woman eithei. 1 know better 


than von do. The most aflectionafe \\om.\ji on the 
world, but-” 

“ Yes ? ” said Jfndson, surprised, “ go on.” + 

“No; that’s enough. I've said fnv sav ; but 1 
will miss these night wc lira's together, when you are 
living in the saloon with Miss Pulgiave.” 

“Oh, we can walk up and down the quarter-deck 
of an evening, wlu A it is im watcl below,” said Hudson 
quickly, and relieved by the change in the conversation. 
“ You seem interested in Miss Pal crave ? ” 

D’Arcy’s manner became Somewhat embarrassed. 
“Well! and do you not consider tl*e honour of 
tlie promotion, or the society of a lady like Miss 
Pal grave ? ”* • . 

“ Honour ! ’tis a line woid, Dominick ! but I don’^ 
think you will find much of it among* us nltm. 

Why, Mr. Shackley, for instance, would lick tty* 
Captain’s boots for *a reference at the end of the 


voyage. If tl\tre were no passengers aboard *t his old 
Indiaman you would not know us—if you could see 
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us. That dirty-tongued old bos Vs mate that sleeps* 
in the forecastle was in the barque Northallerton — 
did you ever hear of her ? ” 

“ No. Where are you going ? ” 

\ “To get near these halyards ; there’s a squall coming. 
Will, ask him to show you a few scars on his arms and 
chest ; one of them’s r a bullet-hole. * The Northallerton 

was hardly a month out before—no matter. Ah ! 

* ■ 

we’re a nice lot when we’re left to ourselves, Dominick ! 
(There she heels !) ” 

“ But you are different frongjtV like of them , surely, 
(Mr. Hudson. Faith ! I'll not believe that you would 
act like a devil, any way ! ” 

“ There goes fom bells ! and here comes the squall 
down ^1 pon us ! ♦ Good night, Dominick ! ” 

“ AveJ ayr, Sir ! ‘ stand by topgallant halliards,’ 
sir ! ^ \ 

“ All, Bill, mx son ! hurry up and relieve that son 
of a Dutch —or lie'll have us* teh miles out of 
our course, running her of like thaj *! ‘ Let go, sir ! ’ 

aye, aye—all gone, sir! Now then, bully boys! clew 
-her down, clew her"clnwn, bo-ho-luaoh-h-h ! ” (Hud¬ 
son already felt the quuiter-deek influence.) “‘Stand 
by topsail halliards,’ aye, aye ! all clear, sir! There 
she blows, boys ! there sltf- travels ! no\v we’re moving 
again; ah ! { if she were not so light we’d be having 
the royals on her! Top-gall ant halliards again ! 
4jr;. % 2yc, sir] conte mn, lads; hois\ away, stretch 
along, all of us ; walk away with it, you sons of toil ! 
walk away-ay-y-y ! Ho-ho-and-w/^she-rises ! ho-ho- 
and-w/j-sho-rises ! so-early-in-the-mormng I walk away 
with her ! ” » * 

The next day, an hour qfter breakfast, Hie body 
of the late third mate was committed to the sea with 
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all the lugubrious ceremonial befitting the occasion, 
the Captain reading the prayers with solemn unction. 
Hundreds of eyes attempted to pierce the ruffled 
surface of the water, after the splash made by the 
falling object, especially the eves of tlioso«on the poca, 
as that part of the ship passed by the spot. \ihe 
burial took place amidships.) g For a few brief mo- 
menls the whih* 'canvas shroud could be dimly dis¬ 
cerned, shooting rapidly downward ; bdt in a few 
more the place of sepulture had passed astern, for 
the ship was travelling through the water at the rate 
of three or foul knots. Then the eves of nlany ofi 
the poop followed the rings and eddying of the water 
above the body, until it wa-, all los* to sight. 

Mr. Palgrnve was silent. He liafi said 1 it thing at 
the breakfast-table to anvbodv. tven fits sister 


could get no more than a, mbnoxyllabic respond from 
him. The Doctor* was the only out* that preserved 
his usual eheertul demeanour ; ahd strangely, or 
perhaps consequently, rtfi the otliers of the saloon 
felt more depressed than Indore the burial. It is 
a relief to every x>dy wle A a ship has lid itself of 
a dead man ; but the gloom of all seemed to increase, 
the more the Surgeon smiled, and explained the cause 
cf asphyxia, and hoy renVdies were oi no avail in 
certain instances o^ it. The general fueling aboard, 
and especially among tlto^e on the poop, was that 
Dr. C'lyste? was a bungler til liis professin g ,. The' 
matron had a clean pocket-handkeia iiief hold to h^r 
eyes the whole forenoon, and she herself was overheard 
to speak the word c ‘ Jonah,’’ presumably of the Doctor. 
When the news that*Cardifi Trice was himself in a bad 


way, with internal injjuries, caused by the boat's 
waler-bareea striking him in the chest as fhe boat 

■m* 
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capsized, the depression of all increased. When 
those on the poop could follow the spot of burial on 
the water no longer, they turned to one another with 
sighs and head-shakings. The Doctor could find 


nnbody but* Miss Palgrave to converse with him. 
Eveh she did so in a way that seemed quite at variance 


with her usual manner. 


Some interest in the living was presently excited 
by the Captain's commands for the able seaman, 
Patrick Hudson, to kl lay aft ! ” And when that 


man had obeyed and stood oh the poop before the 
Captain', ey^rybody crowded aromid to know the 
reason. Joanna IPArcy kept behind the other girls, 
her eyes still wet with weeping ; but she looked 
through the group at hei lovt r with pride in those 
beautiful, strangle eyes of hers, expecting that the 
master contemplated a ehlogy o[ -Hudson's behaviour 
on the previous? afternoon ; tor Hudson had dragged 
Cardiff Price from under tVe upturned boat, by diving 
under it. Their estrangement, Dr which Joanna 
blamed Bridget Slatjrry, marl* hcCVel rnoie emotional 
than if she were on exeeilent ternVh wath her lover. 
She looked at the fare of the woman she < considered 


her rival in his affections with a glow of desire hi 

V * 1 

her eyes ; the desiie to loyn her character in 


the eyes of* Hudson and everybody else, and to 
be revenged for the torture* she had inflicted upon 
hetaEii* Ah!, how noble he looked standing there 


facing tfye Captain 1 and tin* two mates ! How she 
lovtd him ! 

fc But there w r as no eulogy of Hudson l>y the master 
of the Young Pretender or by*anybody else. The 
Captain^bcgan by an abrupt-question ay to Hudson’s 
qualifications as a seaman. 
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“ I’m told you>a second mate by certificate; 
yes or no, my lad ? 

“ Ouite correct, sir ! # 

“ Number of cert 1 lie.ate ? Have you got it with 

1 9 

you ? 

“ Number 19,762, sir ; it’s in my ditT 
“ Port of examination ? 

“ London, sir*’ * 

“Good! best certificates in the Board of Trade, 
London certificates ; no dodging the examiners at 
Tow t Hill ! Place o< 'birth ? ” 


“ Dublin, sir.” 

“ What ? You ai*e not an Irishman ? 

“ Half-and-hali, sir; my briber \vu * English, but • 
I consider niyyll liVh, like my mother.'' 

*' 'that’s not i*ght, then; you’re RivAish ,*!aid you 
will suit me a-- third ignite, 1 think ; an you wiling ? “ 

1 c \ * „ y » * 

\ es, su . • 

• • , 

“ Mr. Shackley, go down,, to my state room and get 
the skip’s articles 4 “ 

The chief mate vMnt Ik low, andjircM. ntly returned 
with the Shipping Ardck’f- and the Muster Roll. 
The Captain spread the articles on the sliding roof 
of the saloon companion laddei, and proceeded to 
nad them. ■it le erc\J wen*called aft to the quarter¬ 
deck to make tin 1 ct-U'mony monwimpresskve. Captain 
Jessup read the articles* 111 a slow, resonant voice. 
The Doctor vms standing netr by, aitd the tapster 
wanted to show the medical officer how nnn*h Act q$ 
Parliament there was hi the Mercantile* JVlarttie. 
The Royal Navy, forsooth! Then lie turned to ti)e 
second mate and toW:l him to get a pen and a bottle 
of ink from I he saloon. - 

The pen and the ink forthcoming, the' master 
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coughed importantly, and then suddenly ordered all 
the crew to’come up on the poop, and arrange them¬ 
selves in watches ,on each side. Which being done 
to his satisfaction, he said— 

Now, my lad, step forward and sign on ! ” 

Patrick Hudson stopped forward and put his 
signature to the articles ; and then ihe Captain made 
a note- to explain the second appearance of the sig¬ 
nature on “the document—for Hudson’s name , also 
appeared among the able seamen’s. Then the master 
made an entry on the Muste* Roll, and turning to 
Ihe new thpd mate, and presently to the crew, thus 
addressed him and them :— 

“ Mr. Hudson you arc now no longer an able sea¬ 
man, you are on?- ;>f my officers. "1 shall expect you 
to do your duty faithfully. You will kindly proceed, 
during this watch, to bring, y<;or effects aft to the 
saloon, and you will occupy the laiwMr. Henry Somei- 
ville’s berth, which I trust; t’ou will find comfortable. 
Your chief duty will be to act under the iirst mate, 
and you will thcre[pre remain in Vis watch ; you will 
also have charge of all the stores, ahd I shall examine 
your books weekly myself.—Men ! you will obey 
Mr. Hudson (as third mate) in all lawful commands ; 
he is now one of the officers of this ship.— Mr. Hudson, 
go about your duty, .sir.—Men, forward all of you !— 
Mr. Shackley, we shall now proceed to make an entry 
in th*-'Official Tog-book of the events of die last two 
days.—Mr. Parrish ” (to the second mate), “ tell 
the* bos'h to tell the hos’n’s mate to tell the men 
that there will be an auction of the late Mr. Somer¬ 
ville’s effects at two bells in the first dogrwatch, after 
the decks have been swept down." 

M I knew Mr. Hudson was not one of those ordinary 
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vulgar sailors all the' time,” said the matron to the 
Doctor. 

Hudson, who was now walking, the poop in the 
absence of his^ immediate superior, the chief mate, 
overheard the remark and smiled. How* respectablj! 
he had suddenly become ! He walked to th . break 
of the poop and called a boy v^ho was swabbing the 
weather scuppers. 

“ Qo to the forecastle, my lad, and bring my ditty 
bag and donkey's breakfast aft ; and don't forget 
a flannel shirt and a*pair of sea-boots in the spare 
bunk under the btow-prit. And t l lent Horatio “Beady 
my second cap this morning ; imnd and ;n»k him for it! 

- * * „ T 

There, bear a hand, and get* a 14 my dunnage ! Yoj^, 
can have my hoolv-pot and pa mm* in ; but you’ll 
find a sheath-knife in a leather bucket fiver m\fbunk— 
you can bring that Tyerc^s no spoon ; I swapped that 
for tobacco with Oben yesterday. Thete, bear a hand. 
Oh, stay ! there’s half a j^tion of sugar and nearly 
a bulb/ tin of ;*"grve those to Cardiff Price, 

the poor man ; the*X bear a liand^” 

” All riglit, Pat t replied^!he boy, leisurely going 
on with his swabbing. 

“ You obey orders, you young imp of h—cried 
Hudson-passionately, •' or >’11 give you the tail-end 
of the main sheet ! ’ * • • 

The boy looked up. anti then dropped the swab. 
He was wearing a pair of dung free pant* that Hudson 
had given him a week ago, the legs of which wcjfe rolled* 
up to the knee, and the nipper part fathered, in frt 
the waist with a leather be lt. He looked somewhat 
scared. Was, this Pat, the abb? seaman, who had 
been so kind t^him ? 

“ Well, don’t • you hear me, boy ? Get forward. 
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d-you, and fetch that tog^py of mine, or I’ll 

put you out on the gaff with a grease-pot, and in your 
watch below ; getior’rd, I tell you ! *' 

“ Aye, aye, sir ! ’’ cried the boy, starting off un¬ 
willingly and slowly. 

Mrs. Jenkins, who was scraping a dinner-plate in 
the lee scuppers, looked up at the third mate and 
smiled. She had been friendly to Hudson since the 
beginning of the voyage ; it was now imperative that 
she should continue friendly, for he was in charge of 
the stores. * 

She turned and called after the boy, the boy looking 
back. 

“You just 'urry vgo- wiicn that gennelman ossifer 
tells Ton-; can’t you move youi' legs hay ? Why, 
my little boy cbulci run faster 'n you, couldn’t you, 
’Tonio ? “ 


Antonio Jenkins, the little bother of Miranda, 
who was always to be found wafluwmg m the scuppers, 
wet or dry, threw liE arm; irround Jus mother’s neck, 
as blit' ^craped away at the diniielsplate. 

" Ah ! ” said Mrs. Jenk\?^, in a vVry loud voice, for 
Hudson to hear, “ I knoWb a gentleman what’s fond 
of little boys, I does. 'E says as ow you’ie a chat nun' 
little feller, that’s what V s;lj,s ; and % wiped yer 
down with V own nankacher, V did, mv little pet. 
Kiss yer muddens, den, Toniyo, and look at the 
gemv knan ossifer on 'the poop up thesx* ; ain't ’e 
a fine gennelman oilier ? ’E’s the tliirdy-mate.y, 
'lOny ; ain't you fond of km ? 'E’s sich a good sort 
af real gennelman ossifer, ain’t 'e ? and ain’t like 
them common sailor* fellers at HI ; Vs goin’ to give 
us our sweeties, ’Toniyo, and our spupy-bully, and 


our bikkies; ain't 'e a nic e gennelman ossifer, ain’t V ? 
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Antonio seemed leased at the prospect of soupy- 
bully and sweeties, and hugged his mother. But 
Hudson had turned away from # the rail, and had 
walked aft tq the helm. Bill, the quarter-master, 
was steering. 

Said Bill grinning — 

,f You’ve dropped in for a soft job, Pat ! “ 

You just drof> the Pat, and mind your steering, ' 
my lad ; you're a quarter of a point off £our course, 
and the wind’s fair enough. Let her come up, I tell 


you! We’re not b<v$id round the Horn, but the 

Cape. f - f a 

“ You’re getting- smart, ain’t-” m-gan Bilk 

aghast. -u 

“ Silence ! " romed Hudson. “ 1*51 have* no’ nack 


talk, d’ye hear ? ■" 

" Oh ! yes ; 1 hear., sir ! "•mumbled Bill, flushing. 

" You attend youi sb-eimg, anti I ll mind my 
own woik, my lad ! AnJ^retnember that my name is 
Mr. Hudson in fmuie ! & * 

" Oh, good Lor^.” whispered j 3 ill to himself, as 
Hudson walke hoi ward v again. The next person 
accosted by the third mate^was. Mr. Palgrave. who 
was leaning over the rail, gazing toward the distant 
Im.izonThe artist l t \vas winging softly to liimself 
a very mournful Italian song beginning with “ De¬ 
serted," and ending with v I am dying ! " 

" That is not*a very cheerful^ong by ihe souml of it, 
Mr. Palgrave," said Hudson, 

Mr. Palgrave lookc 1 owr his shouldbr and jrepltkd 
with a monosyllabic negative affirmatively used.’ „ 


“ We have a. fair wind," said Hudson ; “ vour heart 

• *90 


should be as ^ght as air t " 

Mr. Palgrave had no ear for music, that was certain ; 


1* 
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for lie was singing the Italian V-ords in a kind of 
rhythmic monotone. 

You seem quite downcast,” continued Hudson. 

“ All i ” said Eustace Palgrave, at length finding 
lifs voice, M 1 am growing tired of tins voyage. I 
wonder what made me so foolish as to embark upon 
it. 1 should have chosen a steamboat.” 

“ A steamboat would never have "stimulated your 
sense of the beautiful ; they are simply marine loco¬ 
motives,” said Hudson. 

Oh. I am tired of these eUrnal ropes and sails,” 
said Eustace. 


“ And tlie men who hand and reef them ? ” said 
Hudson, laughing. 

Yes,” repliea Eustace, “a tiro-.nme lot they are 
indeed, tnese men of the sea. Befe/rc I left London 
I tried to read l.imcliot on ' r riu:' r i v, but wlum I came 


to the second page and lead about wages, and pio- 
visions, and the goods of those who die in the ship, 
‘ but little coming to Hie' ‘liands, being em¬ 

bezzled and mad'* away,' as lie ->aVa J lost my interest. 
I see you people have iTut changed much in three 
hundred years.” 

“ Allow me to direct vour attention to Ihe ladies, 
then,” said Hudson, as several of the emigrant girls 
drew near, their ears* intent upo T4 tlie dialogue. 

Hud-on remembered that he was now third mate, 
and (UnsequerAly had*Ilk* liberty to converse with 
£hose ori the poop whenever he* chose. He- turned 
to^the .young women who llad halte d by the rail and 
scud, ff Biddy Slattery here will amuse you, will you 
not, Biddy ? * 1 

Bridget Slattery looked at Hudson- and blushed 
deeply, and it seemed to be with anything but pleasure 
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at his mode of add vr ^s. The face grew less immobile : 
Hie lips trembled ; but the eye^ remained steady, 
metallic, mysterious. He had spoken condescendingly, 
as if he were the Captain, or the Doctor, or the maUon, 
Joanna D’Arcy, standing borne distancr away, setvv 
the blush on the other girl’s face 1 , and tlie heart in 
her breast again began to thump against it with jealous 
passion. Mr. Palgrave tunica toward the group of’ 
girlsamd made an < tloi t to he his old self a^ain. Hud¬ 
son divided his attention between the dog-vane, the 
man at the wheU. and the young worm n. Piesently 
Miss Palgrave came on deck and au. >-(■;/ him. 

Permit m** to connatmate van on v'lrT uro- 
, • - 
motioij/’ she said. 

“Thanks.” 

\ on will nov. h\e in the saloon, T behefe ? " 

“ Yes, Miss Valgr iw : w»‘hlull now be companions 
for the rest of tle„* pas --age Are you pleased ? 

“You will be able to see Joanna,’and to speak to 

Joanna, and periiap^ sometimes to-" said Miss 

Palgrave, unheedi** & the qm Mion. 

“Yes, sometimes to-* -r inquired Hudson, 

smiling ; “ sometimes to what, Mis> Palgrave, may 

I inquire ?—I-^eep your course, Hill, my lad ; she’ll 
be all shaking in a liinutc \ and the wind's a point 
free." • • 

“ Aye, aye, sir f " cried Bill, whose ears had been 
open for the topic of Mr. Hudson's dialogue, Ssid the 
wake of the Young Prctcnda had become quite ser¬ 
pentine in coiisequenee. • * * % m 

• Hudson and Miss Palgiave walked forward, ^nd 
Bill could hear their voices ne> longer. No matter, 
Bill had a capital inventive power, # and the forecastle 
should have the benefit of it.- 
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“ Yes, Miss Palgrave, sometlvies to-? ” re¬ 

peated Hudson. 

” Wait until this afternoon, and I will tell you in 
the saloon,” she replied. ” There is,. a very thin 
partition, close to your berth—oh, I will tell you 
by and by. Here comes Joanna ! What have you 
said to her latelv ? She looks very melancholy.” 


“ You tehee an interest in Miss SD’Arcy ? ” said 
Hudson lightly ; M in her brother, also ? 

” In the sister ? Une ' ne-m ouhliez-fias 9 ! Of course 
I do, Mr. Hudson, ever since tkat morning.” 

“ What morning ? ” The third mate affected ig¬ 
norance. His vanity compelled him. 

.. “The morning you' fell in love with the f young 
woman. "And my interest has v-creased since the 
niglit of i~he concert.” c 

” You are exceedingly plain vjjh me, Miss Palgrave ; 
really, the topic is ail i mharrasMng Tjne for me, I must 
admit.” 

“ Oli, my dear man, I’ve 1‘ftod in <lie Latin Quarter 
of Paris with Eustace, my biot^-T, and we speak 
of love affairs without ai'iy conventional nonsense. 
Eustace has had his love affairs, of course. ; and so 


have I. Now, don’t affect to be shocked ! And 
I suppose you have- had»yuuiv, also; many a one 
before this latest, eh 0 


Hudson had re. 
Scent"/’ de la Vic 


id Trench novels, books like Murger's 
dc Iidnimc , and others dealing with 


-tfie kind, of life to* which Mis-* Palgrave was hinting 


at?'and in which life (he thought) she had no doubt 

ir m 

dipped (as it were) for the sensation reported of it. 
Whatman affected “ Bohemian ** she seemed l And 


she could talk of love ! Miss Palgrave*was as ready 
to discuss all the phases of love as-readily as she 
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was to prattle aVat art. And *her present extra¬ 
ordinary animation made her strangely attractive 
to all the adventurer in Hudson. • 

" You must know, Mr. Hudson, that I have had 

9 

experience in tin sc little affars. Men must lo^e 
women so long as there arc women to be loved ; of 
course they must ; it’s human nature, and it’s plea- 
sant ; so why Should not you ? Really, I am dying 
for a little a If air of my own ! The Doctor is too 
prosy and scientific altogether ; the Captain is out 
of the queMion, n’cst-cj pas? And as for Mr. Shacklev, 
he never shaves lihvuelf, except on a Sund^v fortnight.” 
“ There is the second mate,* 5 said Hudson, smiling. 
" Olj, that honid tobacco .it''-masticates makes him 
simply repulsive/ ^aid Miss Pafgrave.' “ Really, 
1 am thinking seriously of t in owing myseit at you, 
now you have come to Ijye amongst u~ ! 55 

At this salty Hudson ta'uld do nothing Uut laugh 
loudly. It migljt men ]\: be badinage on Miss Pal- 
grave s part ; bul? it, both amusing and delightful. 
Joanna, who liad^uiawn near, yt£ hesitating to ap¬ 
proach the couple, caught? Hudson’s eye, and blushed 
a deeper red than had Brfdget Slattery; but her 
blush was one of pleasure. How handsome her lover 

w J ^ 

looked standing Pier# talking on terms of equality 
with this line English lady ! The pride of Joanna 
was soothed a^ the fnen&shin that evidently existed 
between her lover and Miss ndgrave > just asNt was 
stirred into furious antagonistic strength at* the pre^ 
sumption of a girl like Bridget Slattery, one. of X°" 
anna's own Irish race ; no better than, nay, a thousand 
times inferior to bethelf! For* was not JoawKi the 
niece of a parish priest ; * and had not her grandfather 
been a landed •gentleman ! She drew nearer to the 
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pair, and Miss Palgrave turned Suddenly and caught 
her by the waist. The matron and the other officers 
were below; and the large hatchway cover above the 
single women’s companion-ladder hid the group from 
tl*e rest on the poop. 

“ Come, Joanna, here’s somebody dying to talk 
to Vou ; I shall be quite jealous of you to-night— 
' Toila ! " V ' * 

Joanna resisted feebly. Hudson was looking down 
into her eyes. What understanding was there be¬ 
tween Constance Palgrave a ltd Joanna ITArcy ? 
She kept her^own fixed on the deck, dad said, blushing 
still— 

1 «* » 

Indeed, and Tuv-gind you’re an officer now, 
Mr. —— 4 W 

“ Pat,’'* said MCs Palgrave, prompting. 14 If you 
don’t gall him Pat when I am yre^cnt, 1 shall detest 
you ! " « 

“ , • « 

"Oh, Miss Palgrave, spare us!" said Hudson, 

feeling uncomfortably wann7‘ T ‘He began to contrast 

Miss Palgrave’s vivacious tolerdiye with Joanna’s 

modest reluctance. 

\ 

" And squeez<—her Hand,” said Miss Palgrave, 
looking first one way’, and then the other, along the 
pooiy “ and promise to love cam other, and 


for quite 


a long time."* * 

At this Joanna looked up suddenly and gav*> lier 
lover fi wild lo«k ; but he was laughing. It is a plea¬ 
sant thought to the adventuioils soul that the bonds 
oflovn file elastic. She tuYned awa) , laughing also. 
Ah ! Miss Palgrave could not know that their love 
was cfWddished for ever ; how* could, she ? or she 
would not make t a harmless pleasantr,v of it ; of 
such a sacred thing as her Jove ! The ice of her 
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silence was now brol.cn, however, and she felt grateful 
to the English lady for having brought her lover and 
herself together again. Yes, ihey # would both laugh, 
of course, when a lady like Miss Palgrave bantered 
them a little ; that was, no doubt, the; fine English 
way. She coukl sing for very joy, and when stie 
crossed the poop Bridget Slattery was surprised to 
see the gladness* in her eyes* The Kerry girl im-' 
mediately left the group around Mr. Rilgrave and 
tvalked over to the lee side to see what had become 


of the new third nia + c He was still conversing with 
Miss Palgrave. Bridget returned and ioYked at 
Joanna again. Ten minutes Before Joann t had been 
the most melancholy girl the 'poop ! Tlwr* was 
subtle* comprehet^ ion ir. the Keriv girlN m^netic 
eyes. Joanna turned and gazed a* her,«.Vu'd then 
turned away, and cov< itly* blesx'd herself with the 
sign of the cross under her jacket ^he^efas now 
singing one of those Irhh song> 'about love that 
Bridget always ryude b u of S Invocation of a sacted 
name was a match .or that black d——, ah ! 

‘"You mentr bed the urd to-night,'' said Hudson 
to Miss Palgrave. “ Will yeti tell me what you meant 
by being jealous ‘ to-night 1 ? Not that 1 can imagine 
you being jealous at . ny tfhie, or of am body.' 5 

“Wait until this # afternoon, when the rest are on 
deck, and \\\ are together in the saloon, and I will 
tell you/’ said* Miss Palgrave* “ and yi the meantime 
I shall tell Joanna something she does not know. 
T am interested in your dove affair, and 1 shall hrfp 
.you to the best of my power/' 

“You arti very # kind,” .raid Hudson ajjfoctedly, 
“ and 1 shall await the elucidation of tin 4 mystery.” 
Miss Palgrave looked at him iiUently, posing her 
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aristocratic head and smiling witV ^er merry, shallow 
eyes. The freedom of her manner had a strong at¬ 
traction for the adyenturer in Hudson, and when she 
put her lips together like a rose-bud r and entwined 
her hands behind her neck, lie felt a sudden desire 
to take her m his arms and kiss her lips passionately, 
although it was broad daylight, and those on the 
main deck could have'seen them ! K was n sudden 
sexual desire; and like the flash of conscience,that 
lights up the whole panorama of life, every kiss that 
he had taken and received frorv "Women burned there 
on the lips by fore him as in a picture of interchange¬ 
able sensation—sight and feeling. 

In a moment he had Overcome the Midden tempta¬ 
tion r but she stood there, her .hands behind her 
neck, lief- elbows extended, and a sleepy smile still 
in her shallow eves. He^vivaeity made sudden room 

t w * mm 

for a strapge tenderness, 

“ Yes,” she said slowly, v ‘ you shall be rewarded. 

* ‘ ^ 

Joanna is a very beautif" 1 V'-ung woman, and you 
shall have your desire-“ *\ v , 

“ What do yc>n mean ? You are the most enig¬ 
matic woman 1 have (xvi met.” 

“ You have said almost as much before,” said Miss 
Palgrave. Hut I am as s'unplQ.ra* a (fiikl, and I can 
love like a cleld, and forget like a child. We are all 
children, playing in the world. Let us play and love 
while we can. .You slnhi have vour desire, you silly 
child ; if Joanna wishes—if she can be compassionate 

ttmC I >> 

murnm k ♦l 

Theft Miss Palgrave suddenly clapped her hands 
togcthw^laugh«*d merrily, and tripped away. Hudson 
walked to the man at th 1 wheel, haling somewhat 
ashamed of himself, without exactly knowing why. 
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Can one be tempted vicariously ? Can one .sin 
with an absent one, through the medium of a present 
one with whom there is no desire, to sin ? He w r as 
thinking. All,his sins with women had been direct 
heretofore ; then- was no doubt of iliat ! With 
whom did he desire to sin ? It seemed an unnecessary 
word, that, sin ! A stupid, unmeaning word, that 
mni and womei* laid invented*to fiighten themselves * 
with! 

Away with such nonsense ! Here was that helms¬ 
man, Bill, olf his course again. ‘‘If \ou can’t keep 
your course, I'll ?»end you away from the wheel, my 
lad ! ” lie said in an angry tone. 

Bill niutteied umEr his beat iJJial the yards wanted 
trimming, as the ' uid was drawing^ift a bit, and he 
couldn’t keep hi.*> course with them •braced up fore- 
and-aft as they vere ; Hudson understood the mut¬ 
tered explanation* and felt somewhat at 

his own negligence. Fortunately the Captain was 
not on deck. The tliird mate hurried to the 

bleak of the poop and halloaed for the watch to lay 
aft and square 1 the yards u couple of points ; which 
being done, and the commotion having brought the 
chief mate to the deck, Hudson went forward to slack 
fui the jib and staysail sheets a little. When the 
bos’irs mate had performed Mii> to hi* satisfaction, 
and the wvather {ore-bfaces had been rounded in 
a little, Hudson walked to Bie door <if the forecastle 
and peeped in. Etiquette, Merchant Scrvicewtiquctte, 
prevented him from entering except <*>n a mattor-rS 
•ship’s business. So he stood at the door, on the star¬ 
board side, *and addressed on# of the wat^ts-#b(3ow 
who was damning a stocking, and anon drinking out of 
a pannikin. 
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“How is that njan Cardiff, rby lad ? Pretty bad, 
I suppose ? ” 

A deep groan t came from a bunk near the able 
seaman, and then the voice of Cardiff Price himself 
replied, very feebly— 

“Aye! Pat, old man, I’m food for the sharks 
The Doctor almost said as much. I'm bleeding 
somewhere inside.” t ’ < 

r 

“ Oh ! don't say that, man ! I fell from the fore- 
royal yard in a ship I was rounding the Horn in, 
and broke my thigh on the jvitrigger of the cross- 
' trees, and hung there half an hour in the dark, before 
I could be brought down to the deck by the back¬ 
stays ; and the splints the carpenter made were no 
good-; and three weeks after I hyd to have'the leg 
broken again in Rio, in the hospital there. Why, 
Cardiff, an odd rib or t\$>> doesn’t matter much, mate ; 
you’ll Voon be right ! ” ^ 

Cardiff’s only'response was a long groan. 

“Come into the forecsKtlv.^er—Hudson, sir,” 
said the other able seaman, " Jonah's only just 
left him.” * * ' 

Hudson entered, and stood by Cardiff’s bunk. 
Above liim, and at both his head and at his feet, 
a seaman snored heavily. Conversation in a fore¬ 
noon watch „below* dots not disturb a seaman who 
has been hauling ropes all night. A ray of bright 
sunlight, hot .and tormenting to the si<*k man, fell 
almost vertically on Cardiff’s pale fare, as liis head 
jrsclined-sideways half over* the bunk-board. 

“ Go up on to tin* top-gallant forecastle and pull 
a ropto across that dead-light,”,said Hudson to the 
other able seaman, darning his stocking. 

* 

“ Til have no light, if I do,” said the man. 
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“Well, then, darn your hose qn deck. It’s fine 
weather now.” 

“ It’s my watch below, ain’t it ? # G— d— me, but 
I’ll have my watch below!” cried the man passion¬ 
ately, throwing down the stocking. # 

“ You'll do what I tell you, my lad. Is that yoiZr 
whack of molasa.es by your side on the chest ? I see 
you've been inafcifig molasses f;rog, and drinking it, 
too ! # Now, then, up on deck with you, end darken 
that dead-light ! ” 

“What the b-‘began the man; “we're third 

mate now, eh ? " 

Hudson looked straight inb # >* the mans '''yes, and, 
lifting liis hand, pointed to the fleck above. The 
man cursed underpins bn i ath, and event out of the 
forecastle, and up the stnrbopid ladder, am] in a few 
moments Cardiff's faro w,s in*shadow. 

“ Thanks, Pat moaned Cardiff; “ mywere 
near blinded with t h * 1 sun. Give me ti drinkof water, 
my sen ! And tinnks *, >r the molasses.” 

Hudson lifted th« other man's pannikin of molasses 
water to the quivering .mouth above the goatee 
beard, and the vessel rattl'd against poor Cardiff’s 
teeth. 

"it’s sweet* but I like #, t,” murmured Cardiff, in 


gasps. "‘I was always very partial to*sweet things 
—since I was at Morveii Grammar School—before I ran 
away to sea—and 1 used t<> creep out--of the dormi¬ 
tory at night—to steal sugar from the housekeeper’s 
private pantry. Ah, in#! 1 wish Yd joined 

-Royal Navy instead of the Reserve, and now old 


4 Chew-the-rag's 5 g<#ng to make—a sweet lYcttitfiful 
—for a white-bellied old shark ! ” * 

“ Sli! don’t say that, Cardiff ! Von'll pull through ; 
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that Doctor’s a d—*—d tool. Don’t you mind what he 
tells you.” 

Cardiff Price gapped for breath; then he said— 
“Aye, but he's a Jonah , Pat ; lie’s a Jonah, And 
he will bring—bad luck—to the ship. Mr. Somerville 
—and me—and all of us. The steward—says that 
he's ‘ Duffy-Jonah ’ himself —you know—that’s what 
they call—Davy Jon.s in the —Wist Indies where 
he comes from—along with that—other niggeq the 
emigrants’ cook—but, as Cicero—says—Pat, my son 
—Supcrstitio in qua -— ina>t—^inanis — iimor Dei '— 
I ain't—paying out the guff now—I mean what I say ; 
and I believe—in old 'Duffy-Jonah more than—I do 
in God ; it's superstition—but I can’t help it—and I 
haven't—any sense—or I should^! be a sailorman— 
I—Lord,- help' me!—should be at school—again 
stealing sugar—oh, God : I’m Jmt as hell !—my chest 
is—my\_heart—ah !—there’s Jonuh —there !—there ! 
— nomcn amicitia c$t —ah *—you— inane—fidcs / ” 
“Cardiff’s growing delirir ^aid Hudson to 
the other man, who had now returned; “moisten 
his lips with thrff molasses drink, and I’ll send the 
Doctor for'rd.” 

“What in lull am I to drink, if I give him my 
whack?” said the man. - Hudson, who was on the 
point of leaving, turned back suddenly and lifted 
bis clenched hand. In a second a spot on the man’s 
cheek-bone lay. bare of flesh ! The man* in the top 
bunk he old Spanish sailor) opened his eyes at the 
the other man gave. Then he jumped out of the 
bunk quickly. 

would, eh ?. You would? Quc gracia /”* 
said tin's’other man ironically,-and immediately closing 

Vi 

* Quay Grathia 1 (derisively)—What a woiuler, now ! 
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with him whom Hudson had struck, and gripping 
his 1 lands tightly ; for the stricken man had put his 
hand to his belt behind for his sheath-knife. 

“ Let him go D’Alberquerque,” said Hudson, “ and 
attend to Cardilf ; lies dying. My God ’.look at the 
poor fellow. Hold 1pm up ! I’ll fetch the Doctor ! ** 
Great gouts erf blood were spouting from the 
ghastly mouth of the sailor ; aft internal blood-vessel 
had c^t length given way in the neighbourhood of 
a fractured iib. Hudson sped aft along the main 
deck, pushing aside tlL emigrants who were lolling ^ 
about. He found the. Doctor m the iinprpvGecl little 
surgery under the poop, once !m officers berth, with 
a door in a passage Lading to tb£ main deck. Heside 
this berth was thisfhlley-way, or passage, arid it had 
originally led to "the hire cabin and Saloon V now in 
the middle of which waitin'* ^cuttle, or opening, for 
the single worpen/ rations to be passed JjpjJ&gh at 
meal-times. This scuttle in the partition was now 
wide open—not Tmit was dinner-time yet—but 
for the purpose of clandestine conversation with those 
on the main deck. Discipline was grower laxer as 
the days passed. Mrs. Jetfkins and Miranda and 
others had been exchanging tattle about the doings 
m tueir respective *pianers. Hudson could see 
severed girls through the scuitle—Joanna among 
them—as he hurried to the dj>or of the surgery, and 
entered the little piece of passage in osder to call the 
Doctor. The Doctor was reclining in a cany as deck¬ 
chair in the Vk surgery,” arftl he was reading, 
y “Well, what is it ? ” lie inquired. 

“ Man burst a blo<#d-vossel, si* l ” 

“Who—Hje injured nxin ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; make haste ! ” • 
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The girls near the scuttle heard the words, and saw 
Hudson’s eager face. “ Oh ! and will he die. ? ” 
cried one ; and V God help the poor man ! ” cried 
another ; and “ God help us all 1 ” cried a third. 

“ All right, Mr. Hudson ; I’m coming ! ” said the 
Doctor, putting down the book with a sigh. “ I told 
the poor fellow it was a cast' with him.” 

“That’s the part you need not' have told him!” 
said Hudson sharply. 

“ So you imagine the knowledge has killed the poor 
man ? ” said the Doctor, pushing his gold-rimmed 
glasses on bis nose 4 firmly, and gazing at Hudson with 
a smile. 

“ Oh ! ” said Mrs. Jenkins to her daughter, through 
the scuttle, “ Jenkins say> yer tcjtpoint yer fingers at 
the Doctor, like this yere ! ” and "Mrs. Jenkins ex¬ 
tended her lir^t two digital^ and dost d the others 
on the yiidm of her hand. 

“And what is that for ? ” said Joanna. 

“ Wot, iny gal! J enksu^ ™says- Vs a Jetty-tory, 
like the Pope,* yer know ! ” 

Hudson, after turning t; look at Joanna through 
the scuttle, and receiving a sad smile, from her, ran 
forward again, the Doctor more leisurely following. 

Cardiff was now in a very bad way. All the second 
match watch had now turned, out of their •bunks, 


seven bells (half-past eleven—the watch-below dinner¬ 
time) just having been struck on the forecastle bell. 
Many of/ the emigrants had crowded around the wind- 
^I&ss apd the -forecastle dc*or, and were peering into 
the gloom. There were loud murmurs for the Doctor, 
who *v>^ien he arrived, found some difficulty in pushing 
through the, young men. He could hegtr that word 


* Pope Pius IX. 
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“ Jonah ” muttered by more thlm one of them. 
The emigrants were adopting the phraseology of 
the seamen, and one said something about “ Davy 
Jones’s locker ’’ in the approved nautical way. Car¬ 
diff was being propped up by the arms, of the old 
Spanish sailor, who was the only one m the watcli 
unconcerned for his dinner. The seamen in the fose- 
castle made way for the Doctor, who quickly dis¬ 
covered that poor Cardiff Price's hours, if not minutes, 
were numbeied. Old Chew-lhe-rag ” was already 
too weak to drink the* gallic acid and water which 
the Doctor immechatriy mixed in a pannikin. *By his 
orders the chest of tdying fnan was deluged with 

cold watei urUl the foie* ^-nJe deck was flooded. 

* * 

The watch below m ft mured, as they ate thei* pea-soup 
and biscuit, sitthfg up*on their bunka, to k/ep their 

if 

bare feet off the sloppy, j.>l'"od-stained deck. 

When the Duchy tiles tinctuie of arnica. i’jpy nod 
to each other, and twitch tlndi nostrils* wit? contempt. 
Souk; of the mateib we^-h, *Beady, Olsen, and others, 
have come below, and are looking across from the 
port side of the forecast!#, and making audible re¬ 
marks about the case. f 


“ I Vard as 
spkiinV’ says 


’ow turpentine was good for blood- 
Beady V yef* snift it; that’s ’ow yer 


take rt! I believe.in tu f 'ps ! * Pain-lWiler’s made 


o’ turps, they ses.” * 

“ Blood-spitting, you call it ? ” cries another. 
“ There won’t be a drop of blood in ttie man in five 


minutes ; what I say is, £ivc him a good stiff glass 
of grog ! ” 

44 Hold yopr tongpje, man t V says the jp@ctor. 
“ Do you w^nt to kill him straight off, with your 
stimulants ? ” 
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F I sav,” cries a*man' across the forecastle to Beadv, 
“ whose a-lyillin’ of the poor bloke, eh ? Not somebody 
of the name of Jonah! What? Look out, boys! 
Don’t let Jonah try his hand on you, if 3^011 ever want 
to see tht*. Ratcliffe Highway again. I say ! Silvyo 
Dalbvkirk, he’ll get well, manvana, eh ! Sobry-la- 
marka, eh ! Your bloomin’ compysants don’t bring 
him rquncl. I say ! ” > 

The old Spanish sailor does not ln*od the banter ; 
he goes on dashing cold water at the dying seaman’s 
hairy flesh. f ! 

But the Doctor looks round an “angry flush on his 
cheek, a bottle in one hand, a pannikin of water in 
the other, but says nothing. Caidifl is stretched 
across two sea-rhests, and Hudson is now supporting 
his heau* One of the sea-chests b»-longs to Cardiff 
Price, but the other, with a ciack in its lid, belongs 
to a m^P.Avho is attempting to slip a blanket under the 
dying sailor, in order that tin- l)lood and water shall 
not percolate tluough the* crack ami wet his clothing. 
Cardiff is too weak to moan ; he can only lay his 
wrinkled neck across Hud on’s wet arm, and let the 
blood flow between bis / ala lips, and down his goat’s 
beard to his hairy chest, lie hardly seems conscious 
of his shipmate's presence 


u 


How do you feel now ? ” whispers Hudson in his ear. 

Cardiff opens his eyes and closes them again with¬ 
out so much as a moan. 

u Go to the cock, one of \'ou men, and fetch some 
“hot water—boiling hot ! ’’•■says the Doctor. ‘ 4 Acaba 
ya ! *hombre dc bicn I ” to the old Spaniard, who now 
desists* 


’OP wab:r, wot’s ’e going to give ,’im 
for ? ” says Beady. 


> ot water 
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“ God help a poor shellback when he falls sick ! ” 
says another man. 

“ It’s an onlucky sheep, mit a• Yonah onpoord,” 
says Olsen. “I slioost find id hart vork do make 
mad mil vet vool; and I clon’d ead mine dinner shoost 
now! It vas bretty pad times in dis scheep mit a 
Yonah onpoord t ” v 

Presently there* is a commotion at the forecastle 
door. # The Captain is coming along flitf deck, and 
the man with the hot water is telling him about 
Cardiff Price. Captaift and man enter the forecastle 
together. * 

“To hell with that hot watef ! 55 cries Captain Jessup 
in an angry voice. “It’s ice he should bav'g and 
give the poor felled a glass of rum ! • 

For a moment it sehns that the Doctor?" who has 
not spoken to the Caobjin ff.i several days, is about 
to address liiiji; 4)iit lie- nr-rely dips a cfjViSf in the 
hot water, and places it on the chest of the dying 
man. This is rejirati d.several times, but the bleeding 
does not cease ; it increases rather ; Cardiff grows 
weaker and weaker, and his scarred cheeks more 
doath-like ; and at length Ut cannot open his eyes in 
icsponse to Hudson’s words. 

The forecastle wasfe crowded with men now, but 
they all grew strangely silent. # Tho Captain’s futile 
reference to ice had made 1h$m all conscious of the 
impossibility of saving Cardiff’s life. .Ice on an old 
wind-jammer ! They shook their h(*ads at ont* another^ 
But the suggested administration of turn sVgmed 
feasible relief to them of the sea. 

' Then the Ppctor directed Hudson and anot to 
put Cardiff Jrice into \m bunk again, a*d to let him 
pass away quietly. 1 

u I 
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The Doctor was!) already hatless. The Captain 
removed his, and Hudson and the others presently 
did the same. The emigrants outside turned away, 
qne by one, silently and mournfully, s as if it were 
expected of r them to do so. Presently the Captain 
left the forecastle, the Doctor following, and Hudson 
spread a blanket oveirthe ghastly goat-like face and 
blood-bpfouled body <of his shipmate. Then all 
hands, except two ordinary seamen, went on deck. 
The master looked into the sailmaker’s hou^e as he 
walked aft, and gave a short command to the occupant 
of it. The * two ordinary seamen 'washed out the 
forecastle. 

Th at afternoon, as the snilmaker was stitching some 
worn-out canvas around the body of Cardiff Price, 
Olsen’s words were on everybody’s lips. 

44 It’s an unlucky slop when there’s a Jonah on 
board,’\&vj.d everybody to everybody else, except to 
the Doctor, who heard it lepeatedly. novel theless. 
And that evening there were t^;o auctions of seamen’s 
effects instead of,.one—01r.cn was wearing the Naval 
Reserve man’s blue cloth trousers, and Bill his cap'; 
and old ‘‘ Chew-the-ragO ” body had disappeared 
beneath the waters of the Atlantic Ocean. 



CHAPTER VII 


ALL that the *>]fl Spanish sailoi had really clainud 
Jl\. for hi.-, corposants came about in orthodox 
sequence. The prognostication was solely meteoro¬ 
logical. The wind held fair, and the Young Pt deader 
crossed the line. 

A week before there had bet u some preparation for 
the celebration of tin-, event ; but Cardiff Price was 
to havo*becn Ncpfur.e, and one of the drowned .-allots— 
a young ordinary sc, man— Ampkifiite, Lut now 
the handle ol Yc plain's trail ,,{ wa*, restored to the 
boatswain’s locker* aim'’ with the deck-serf bbt-rs ; 
and the long mamla beard for CaiditVs make-up 
disappeared into liie junk l\naek 

Despite the fair bo*e/e, tin gloom deepened on 
the faces of the m< n ; c T ul though there were -dill 
men' able seamen on boat' 1 than would have been 
the case had there been no (migrants, they grumbled 
air aig themselves at 4 he r? faction in their numbers. 
The fpesh-water allovvance baling Evil* reduced by 
reason of the defective condenser increased their ill 
feelings. Hudson’s promotion ,vas another cause 
of discontent, and not ‘alone among the .stamen. 
In the mariied people’s quarters the wife* of tlu Italian' 
Jenkins began to scatter seeds of dissatisfaction. 

She found tliat the blandishments of a rather *$out 

§ 

Cockney woman of some.eight-and-thirt^ yeefrs (who, 
in justice, be it stated, looked no more than oight- 


f 
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ancf-twenty, for thirc was not a wrinkle nor a grey 
hair to betray her age—her daughter Miranda alone 
did that)—she found that the blandishments that she 
l?ad practised on the late Mr. Somerville had, when 
tijansferred to the new third mate, no effect on her 
rations of sugar, and pi eserved* potatoes, and salt 
.beef. Consequently T was soon rumoured among 
the married men and tvomcn that tlTey were getting 
less than their allowance. From the married quarters 
the rumour spread to the single men's ; and it would 
•*probably have taken some holdfin the single women’s ; 
but the matron (who, had bren treated with quite 
an ostentatious civility by HiuHon, mainly on Joanna’s 
account) silenced it tw weighing the provisions herself, 
in the presence of all the girls. "Put Hudson’s pro¬ 
vision book soon showed that'the stdres liad certainly 
disappeared more rapidly Somerville’s time, 

and Mry* ■nkins’s behaviour pointed to some fraction 


of the reason why. At the end of the firs! week, 
about tlie time the yard's the* Young Pretender 
were braced forward again for the steady south-east 
trade winds, Captain Jessifp had ceased to rider to 
the late third mate as the best officer that ever 

sailed under him.” The loss of sevemmen also made 

# w 

the difference in the quantity of stores exp< nded 
Sf-em greater? The tap tain and the new third mate 
became quite fricndly,iand the chit f # mate began to 
exhibit unmistakable signs of jealousy, 
x When - Patrick Hudson found himself settled as an 
officer.*in the saloon, he ve/y quickly made himself at 
home. It was not the first time he had sailed as an 
officer, and his bearing showed ithat he could adopt 
the manner oi officer or able seaman as it* pleased him. 
His manners in the saioon of the Young Pretender 
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were contrasted by Miss Palgrave with those of Mr. 
Shackley and Mr. Parrish. Thu Doctor and Eustace 
Palgrave were both interested in the man. The first, 
perhaps, because Hudson showed some slight ac¬ 
quaintance with science; and the latter, possibly, 
because he could converge intelligibly 011 topics agree¬ 
able to the spirit of the diietta u< .mist and affected 
Bohemian. BoHh* perhaps, • •cause the society of 
such extremely nautical peoph pis the Captain and 
his two other mates was becoming a daily burden in¬ 
creasing, pari pa .a/, with the length of the ,\oyage. 
Indeed, tlu- presence of Patrick Hudson hi the saloon 
relieved many an hour of what would have been queru¬ 
lous tednun to Mr. Palgiave ; .and something that 
at times deepened into the shadow of ennui to his 
usually irrepivssinle sister. * 

Constance Palgrave. who had never complained 
of a moment .of boredom before the ad\;e’- # 1 of Mr. 
Hudson, now was heard occasionally to complain 
of lassitude* when the thi.d mate would be absent 
for hours togethci on duty, eUher ioiward on deck, 
or down in the store-room bv the mainmast in the 
married quartern, where th .■ opened barrels of pork 
and beef, and 0 split peas, and kegs of salt butter, 
required his daily a Mention. Sometimes she could 
hear his voice in the after holu, directing the men 
as they rolled barrels and tun ed over cases of canned 
food, preparatory to hoisting tVm up the after hatch¬ 
way for the supply of the store-room. His voice 
would ascend through the ventilator, Tmd snu, noted 
•the change of idiom from that which he spof.ee in the 
saloon. Then she yould laugfr aloud, and, prftting 
her head iitfo the ventilator, call cTo^li, “*0h, you 
naughty man ! do be quiet; b can 1/ear you up here \ ” 
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'then there woulfl be a sudden silence in the hold. 
Once she hoard a voice mimic her, and she felt a thrill 
of pleasure at the response of Hudson to the man 

‘i to keep his - tongue between 1 #P-teeth, 

o^ he’d d—» soon pull it out of his throat ! 

The first afternoon that Hudson had entered the 
, saloon she had keo^ her word and explained the 
mystery of the thib portion that separated the fore 
part of the saloon from the fore cabin, which the^single 
women used as a washing place in the early morning, 
a sitting-room, workroom, and playroom during the 
day, but deserted during the mgfit. Tart of this 
fore cabin co'tild be d as a hospital, should any of 
the young women fail ,-f noudy ill, an event that had 
not hap|y'n< d. A ladder fioiy the poop above had 
been fitted to tins quoivlam lore cabin, as the original 
outlet was on to the mam do*k. now blocked by the 
forwart^p^otiup across the alley-V\av», m which the 
scuttle (referred to 111 the last chantei) was cut for 
the transmission of prove ions from the galley at 
meal-times. Mi« Palirra\e— aft-'r second office! ’s 


dinner, when Elista* e had *gone on deck .as well as 
all the others, including the steward (wlio a ,1 wavs 
smoked his afternoon pipe with Ins colleague in tin 
ship’s cook-house) — Mi^s * PalgTuve liad showed the 
now third inhte liow tlie matchbox rded saloon par¬ 
tition divided hi.- riwn *Oerth, omo l\vce its breadth, 
as wadi as cut off the end # of the saloon before the 


juizen-maM. She pointed out that the steward’s 
temparaVy puntiy was on tfie other side of the saloon, 


that^tluv chief mat#* berth was two rernrw d from* 
his own , t and thy one between \%as full of sails, that 
the second rfiate’s berth was next to tfae steward’s 
on tlw oiler side (which was immaterial, any way, 
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because Mr. Parrish was aiways' on deck when' Mr. 
Hudson would be below), and so, with the chief mate 
fast asleep, and the Captain and Doctor, who both 
slept at the other end of the saloon, opposite to her 
own state room and her brother’s; and- 

" Well 1 can you not see what I mean, without 
further explanation ? It wi” be an easy thing, for 
you to pry open due of those 'Jnn boards in your berth" 
Go and look at it ; there is only one nail at the top 
and one at the bottom, and surely six inches is wide 
enough for-” 

Hudson did not look astonished, but merely re- 
prated her own words, “ surety six iiKhes is wide 
enough for ? ” making a question of them. 

“ VThy, you silly man, have you never kissed a 
woman, that you n r eat my wor-sls ldo? a parrot, 
without so much as a pat rot’s inclination to be fondled 
and petted ? # Why, my little canary rp tlere comes 
to the bars of his cage for a kiss from me ; fook, now ! 


Sweet ! sweet ! • 

She stood on the saloon table upd put her lips to 
the gilded bars of the b^d-cage. 


" See ? How he lows nv ! Look ! Paddy ! ” 

She stood there on the table, Hushed and laughing, 
and again Hudson f**U teibpb'd to take her in his arms 
and-smother her with the kist.es he desired to give 
another. She stepped down to the settee, standing 
a moment by his side ; and thence—iequesting the 
assistance of his hand—stepped to tiny deck. It 

was more than weak Hrdi could reskt, and Hudsth. 

* 

took her in his arms, and in a second had riot only 
given, had also received a dozen passionato^dsses. 

Constance Palgrave gently diserigfpp^d l#erself pre¬ 
sently from his embraces.* and .pushed him away, 
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smiling. Hudson Woked 1 foolish and embarrassed; 

and stood there silent before the woman who had had 
* 

her way after all. Then lie said softly, “ I am so sorry, 
but I did not know what I was doing." 

" You silly^ man ! " said Miss Palgrave ; “ you 

pobr, starved, silly man; I thought you would eat 
me l Oh ! how poor Joanna will suffer some day ! ” 

Again that charn^fng^tolerance Of-another’s love 
for him f ■* 

“ Nay—er, Miss Palgrave, mention lier not at this 
jnoment ; I feed so ashamed of jayself ; I cannot say 

i »» *• 

why. 

0 ' 

The adventurer anJ nautical knockabout stood 
there like a schoolboy before his first mistress— 
severe, yet encouraging. 

"Nonsense! Fiddk -ticks !*** Fou're not ashamed, 
Paddy. I shah call you Paddv, m private ; do you 
hear? ly prefer Paddy to Pat; y my have kissed 
many a woman before you did me, I’ll be bound— 
why, I can tell that you have ! .So none of that 
masculine hypocrisy ! 1 suppose you will tell that 

poor innocent Joanna that *he is the first one you 
have loved ? Ccla se chmyw des airs dc petit innocent ! 
Dear me, what creatures you men are, to be sure 1 
Come ! kiss me again, the'V is nobody near ; I am 
not an «g/y wyman, am I ? and I, will only confess to 
six-and-nu*nty years ; —so, I am still young and 
innocent! Foolish fellow ! Tcncz / 

Put Hudson had not kisst d her again—just then, 
die indeed felt* a very foojtsh fellow. He had re¬ 
quested her to forget that he had kissed her at all ; 
and presently retired in his berth, to smoker and read* 
the aften».oory.,'atch away. .Anon his eyes would 
stray toward the now boards of the temporary par- 
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tition, which had converted what was once a roomy 
first-class state room into a smaller berth, and which 
divided him from those women’s voices he could in¬ 


distinctly hear conversing about poor Cardiff Price, 
the Doctor, the ship, and (for a few moments) about 
himself. That was now the matron’s louder voice, 
and she seemed to be saying. something flattering 
about himself, fo? h'e plainly he;;rci 1 voice like Bridget 
Slattery’s calling down the lower ladder tcvthe ’tween- 
decks, “ Come up, Jo/ninna, and hear all the good things 
the matron is after raying ahum Mr. Hudson ! ” 
And then he heard Mnanria Jenkhis respond sharply, 
" Ye’re giftin’ mitey '-mart, luudy I ’ow'd yer like 
to be made game of vcisMi ? ” 

Patrick Hudson, adventurer and s annan, smoking 
and reading on his side «u die thin partition, kept raising 
his eyes to look at it ; and lie noticed that a broad- 
bladed tool like a •chisel could very easily iv-y open 
one of those lightly-nailed boards ; fA t ne two small 
nails that CoiMaiice (11»* beginning to carry her 
Christian name m his thought -j —-1 hut Constance 
Palgrave had indicated v ere both on his side of it. 
The nails also could very 'easily be replaced, and 
nobody would j?ver detect that they had been re¬ 
moved ! They were rie*' -fashioned American wire-nails. 


why, he could dtaw them with lm own fctiong teeth ! 
One board, next to a stanchion, was not even tongued 
into a groove like the remainder. He could sec 
a streak of daylight between it and the stanchion. 
He gave way to pleasant houghts of midnight meet-' 
ings with Joanna, and he felt it his duty to tell liimself 
that he detected Constance—Mis* Palgrave, who wfbuld 
be in the sejret. But could Joanna^^^erjuaded to 
come to the narrow opening like Miss Palgrave'$ biid 
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to the bars of its c!ige ? How that canary had pecked 
at the beautiful lips ! He even found a strange plea¬ 
sure in telling himself that there was no need to detest 
Jhcr—this lady time-killer past tier youth—for then 
she seemed only a very pleasant and necessary vehicle 
% ior his love to travel on to its consummation. It was 
a.delightful paradox. * Hut would Joanna consent ? 

That night on ^ ne t poop, after’ Uie young women 
had been locked 'below for the night, Miss Ikdgrave 
came to him and said that if he heard a light tap on 


tin partition about half-pa4’ twelve 
might remove the Hard and have his 


(one bell), he 
desire. All in 


the cabm and in tlw 


’tween-decks would tx* asleep 


at that time, and then- was no light whatever m the 


fore cabm after 


ten 


■’clock. ‘Hudson had half- 


ashaniectiy thanked ktr, and counted the long minutes 
until eight bells (twvlve o'clock midnight), w r hen he 
and the chief mate were relieved ^y the second mate 
and boatswah; * Then, when he had locked the door 


of his rth and put out his little lamp, he gently 
loosened the bo^rd with a broad scraper, made from 
a flat file which he had obh ined from the boatswain’s 


]"ck< r. '1 lie nails could presently be easily withdrawn 
by the fmgeis alone. Then he sat down and waited 
for the expected tapping T>n tie thin bulkhead of his 
b«*rth. , * 

His heart was beating tumultuously as one bell 
drew near, and he could hear the fieavy breathing 
of the elgief mate, the nearest occupant of the saloon 
*to lns # #berth.» He w r as tc* tap himself in response, 
said Constance Palgiave. Perhaps Joanna w r iis w r aiU 
ing Yltere in the darif fore cabin already'! He wvmld 
tap no\%; Jjh:' did so, very lightly, ^hen again — 
louder, but got no response. lie tapped again, but 
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lie still got no respond* ! The straining and creakin^ 
that, even in steady light winds, is common below 
decks in sailing-ships, emboldened him to tap harder. 
Then one bell was struck on the poop, and ho rapped 
again. At intervals of about five minutes he re¬ 
peated the rapping, bin he got no reply whatever; 
and at last at two bells (om .o’clock) be carefully 
pressed back !}*• hiaik with ^1M flat steel scraper, 
and got into his bunk and Ml asleep, raiding himself, 
and feeling himself, a very foolhh yuan. 

The next night it w\is his midd'o watch on deck ; 
but during the ourk second dog watch t he had con- 
trivi d <o speak a few woids to yamna, as she waited 
on the l.n side of tie* foie-c ,^111 hatch, seemingly for 
him to sprak to her? She 1 ung Iut LVad at hm words 
of soft reproach, and at first t had sa*«d nothing, but 
she sighed much. 

He said she. war cruel to torture him. At which 
she made a brave struggle to remain wn* 

Then she said* “Ah! l\d, and would you have 
me meet you in the dark like that n Sure, it can't 
he wrong, or a ni< e ledy«hke Miss Palgnm wouldn't 
ask me to, I know well en<>>gh ; but I've never done 
11 it 1 like of it Indore. She has the line quality ways— 
bin it’s hard for one hke *me, Tat! And then that 
black'Kerry one ; ah 1 I heard her so p on the ladder. 
There ! now I # ve given # mys<>lf away 1 Had luck to 
her ! ” 

“ And you were there, after all ! “ said, Hudson 
joyously ; “ that ‘ stop ’ vtas my rappiflg ! • , 

• “ Nod indeed, I was waiting to go to the place 

Miss Palgrave. told # mo, foi hourly‘half an bout. 1 
could hear nothing but* the step of itTYj l^tit 1 was 
ashamed and jfiaid. And *whrn H went below tv* 
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my bed again, there wa> Biddy Slattery in her bunk, 
with a piece of candle alight, letting on that she was 
saying her beads*, by the way ! Oh ! how I hate that 
one ! I am sure she must have followed me up the 
ladder in the dark. Promise me never to look at her, 
£at ! She’s working evil between us ! Ah ! if Miss 
Palgrave only knew \'f 

“ You only imaipiiqthafhad whimpered Hudson. 
“ Promise Ko nice* me at the same time to-moirow 
night ! ” And ho continued in the like strain until 
the footsteps of thy matron warned them to separate. 

And at last Joapna had promis'd her lover, on 
the condition that e” would not sp<*ak to Bridget 
Slattery again. Joann; ’s fondness for Miss Palgrave, 
and her hatred lor^Bridgyt, stirred what little irony 
lay in hi?*.temperament ; bhi he kept Ins word, and 
easily avoided the daik-luured Kerry girl, and con¬ 
versed freely with Miss Palgrav^ dp ring the day 
following, JoJiMh throwing him many an affectionate 
glance when she could do so unobserved. Hudson 
compared, almo^ unconsciously, the vivacious, toler¬ 
ant, and careless Constance • with the beautiful Irish 
girl, prone to fits of melancholy and lierce suspicion. 
The adventurer within him delighted^ he looked into 
her pale grey eyes and re all tli^ve a comprehension of 
himself. Suqh a Woman as Constance 1 , of course, 
understood his nature,completely, and never could 
such a one make him feel worse than he was. And 
what soiled white teeth slid had, and what dimpled 
-corner .to her mouth i /lor merry laughter was 
contagious, and when she talked about the " Latin 
Quarter J> and the “■nVecdom ” of the Jjle there, he 
almost fo^t inserted to unbosom himself oj some of his 
own experiences. * 1 
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Eustace Palgrave listened i ? n his languid way, but 
said little. He had that afternoon begun a study of 
Biddy Slattery—which he intended to work into 
a picture of two figures, the other being Miranda’s— 
and what he had to say was chiefly about the effect 
of light on black glossy hair. “ Red hair, such as 
Joanna’s, was more'p. intable' under artificial light,” 
he said. The second burial at f sea* strangely enough, 
had nqt added to the taciturnity hethad first shown 
some indication of petting , lie hadf indeed somewhat 
recovered his normal*, half-critic;!, half-bored de¬ 
meanour. Mr. ^hacklrv was ryiitly bantered as 
before, and Eustace received in/chief mate's caustic 
remarks in something app/uuhing good-humour. 
But the general discontent aboard ftivYvung Preltnder 
was continually disuirbiv/g the karmony of the saloon 
(uhat hail remained of tlie original supply), and the 
relations existing \fA\y the Captain and the Doctor 
were a constant factor m making up tlhuum eff general 
discord. The Captain's growing admiration for his 
new third mate was already another ; and Miss 
Palgrave’s undisguised preference for Hudson’s com¬ 
pany ^ was certainly yet another, and an important 
one. Shackley # was provisionally jealous; but both 
he and Mr. Parrish, tlj* sec’.vd mate—men of a differ¬ 
ent type altogether irom Hudsok—wer;* annoyed at 
the manners of the promoted if a man—manners which 
they felt (being both seamen of the old born-to-the- 
tra.de school) reflected tijlon themselves. TJiey both, 
following the Captain, l^d ostracised the ,Doctor, 
►and JJu; word “ Jonah ” was as much on their lips 
as on his, or’on those of any of t^e crew ; but Hudson 
treated the t Doctor wiUi respect, affacting liis 

society, conversed freely with hi*n. Ancf yet the 

9 



“ACT OF COD” 


2^8 
<« 

Captain was not* oiicnded with Hudson ! What 
was the Merchant Service coming to ? ,f To think 
of one of the after-guard currying favour with the old 
man by giving the ('migrants shoit allowance, and 
saving a lew ha'porth of stores ! ” said the second 
lhate to tin* chief. 

“Oh, you’ve been 1 *,telling toVlli talk,” said the 
mate magnanimously ; “ they get *tlv ir proper allow¬ 
ance, aikl a^l—n /ght too good it is for 'em, too, the 
bog-trotting lot ; ibut their’s ju-^t as good sailormen 
as Patrick HudsonVin the ship, t nnd that wouldn’t give 
themsefves the airV he does. You^ would think, to 
hear him talk to the^’upturn, that lie had a master’s 
ticket, instead of 5 . greavr’s ! And the way them gals 
fancy him* well-*— A ' anct^Mr. Shuekky poked # out lus 
unshaven*chin unvardfcthe s-*~ond mat*a 

“ I take you ! Aye, aye, I t;de- you, Mr. Sha< kley ! 
He’s got tlie gift o’ the g ib, that’s —with womenfolk 
or manfdlk^r eh as it jibes on (ither quarter. Hut, 
Lor ! it don’t bring him a,m*nt morg o’ wages \ And 
his time as thiid don't count at the Hoard o’ Trade.” 

Hudson had indeed the 11 pdt of the gab,” and when 
the humour to exeruse tli^t gift fell upon him he even 
astonished the Doctor and Mr. Palgrace at the way 
he kept Captain Jessup spellbound, gazing at 

Ids new third # mate with admiratipn and self-congratu¬ 
lation. f *• 

And Joanna D'Arcy had felt tlu* full foice of this 
gift, a whispered flow of swci'i persuasive endearments. 
On that/chance opportunity in the rally equinoctial 
dusk—she lingering behind, the last to go below (the. 
matron with her. jicfpvng keys looking for loiterers 
in the tie other end of* the* pobp)— she had 

promised to meet)him the next night, and she had 
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protested that nothing should keep her from the 
tryst. 

To his third or fourth knock against the thin board 
of his berth had come no answer, however. Ah ! 
her modesty alone prevented her from returning 
his signal, of course ! As two bells struck he had- 
pulled out the nails/ removed vhc board, and thrust 
his arm through the nairow opening his imagination 
filled with a picture of her supple wv'.rm bcjdy clothed 
only in a night garment. She wJuld afiect some 
slight resistance, but she would fail her loser bold 
with the knowledge that eonsentyliad hi ought tier 
to the tryst, and no afiectutiuff yof reluctance might 
gainsay it ! / 

Then she would ywid to t 1 at loi.g, <pussie T rite out¬ 
pouring of loving word- 11 is t seen?eel to be an objective 
part of the picture, and their trembling* hot lips would 
be at last pressed together in that narrow six inche> 
of space for whole minutes at a timvpdw never re¬ 
leasing her thnlliifg body for an instant ! The man 
felt faint with the excessive pleasure of anticipation. 
Between his kisses his lips should find time to whisper 
all that was in ins mind ; nights, and nights to come, 
of lovtT, nothing but love ’• 

But Joanna was not ttierol lie waited some time, 
and then restored the board U its place. What 
thoughts were these that#now* begun to agitate his 
mind ? There was no sleep fm the rest of his watch 
below ; but only, as his lfc-ad cooled a little^ a rapid 
succession of soberer thoughts. And 040 very sober 
jjioiightpersisted in returnmg every other moment, 
the thought that he, Patrick Hwdyipn,, deserved severe 
self-reprobatkrfi. Wiiht ljad he pieiUt^ldutecl? This 
young Irishwoman, of the same .affecfioimte and 
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emotional race as that his own mother, had poured 
forth her love for him, pet ween her ejaculations of 
the name of the Almighty God. It was that Name 
that continually rose in its three great capital letters 
in his imagination, and seemed to condemn his conduct. 
v Well, he had kissed women before, and it had not 
troubled him much, afAl he was hot going to play the 
hypocrite to himsHl; to him, Patrick Hudson, ready 
to throw his bag Aboard any ship that came his way, 
to sling his blanket over his shoulder and spend a month 
in the Australian'?'>u>h, or to loaf away sunny days on 
a South Americans beach S Kiss ? kissing ? Why he 
was growing objectXviably moral, that’s what it was! 
That Glasgow girl cX;ln , t think much of kissing; 
she could have given CoV^tance Palgrave a few points 
on all that marie life 1 .aveo to a tramp of the world, 
blest with robust health and a surplusage of animal 
spirits. He could not forget, however, that to Joanna 
he had spoTS? 1 words that he had never spoken to any 
other woman, though they were ir direct request by 
her. They wure those he had uttered the night of 
the concert : “ I shall love * T ou always, I shall be true 
to you, and so what matters about other women ? 
Let us love each other, Joa’xrna ! ” 

The serious, deep, abn’ost f mysterious fervency of 
Joanna’s temperarhent now became a troublesome 
thought. He almost "elt aggrieved that she should 
have spoken of the future. He told himself that he 
ought to detest Constance foi her strange way of 
bringing about such an opportunity for Joanna to 
be dra\yn into a fool’s paradise. Why, a month after 
the ship arrived in ^Australia, where would Patrick 
Hudson be ? Th a whaler, bound South about ? In 
a schooner bound for the Fee-Jees ? Felling timber, 
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blue gum-trees, beyond the blue mountains of New 
South Wales ? Anything, but not a prospective 
husband for any woman, Joanna D’Arcy nor any other ! 
A woman like the vivacious, attractive Constance 
Palgrave, with the independence of motive that comes 
of a private fortune, and with the experience of travel, 
knew him and his # nature as well as he did himself. 

She could wav if a hand on a deck or wharfside— 

» 

.and forgot straightway. How h ditly^niust lie the 
foolishnesses of careless love in tie* V vast of such as she ! 
And then Joanna’s •ynreavaiM f suspicion of the 
dark Kerry girl came like a cl cal between him and 
the young woman he had just v ,en (m huawd imagina¬ 
tion) clasping with Ins aim a'd loving with his lips. 

Ah l* he could l.» e w ; .b his but he luid no 

soul for invoking the name of*God t*> bless tiis love 1 
Joanna was taking him too seriously altogether. 
Her absence to-night was an ins Lance of the prudery 
of a woman who contemplated ma*‘ morn* S Matri¬ 
mony ? Her bwthei Dominick had suggested the 
probability of marriage after the vyyage was done, 
had he not ? At least lie had spoken the word ! 
The more 1 he 'thought of Joanna’s exacting, self-inter¬ 
ested affection for him if, the more he contrasted 


Miss Palgrave's careh v, hresponsible joy in the mere 
physical inaiutrstatums of love. 


He could not sleep, and presently a sudden fear 
fell upon his soul. 

A great fear toll upon him for the first time in his 


life, ft made him light his little lamp and. look for 
a.book to pass the next two hours with. For sleep 


was further away than ever. ' * • 

He had several books,of his own ; but Mf;s Palgrave 
had given fiim a few books that very auerftoon. One 
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of hers would surely smt*his mood ? They were lying 
in the bottom bunk of the, berth along with a spare 
boat’s sail, a couple of boat's compasses in their little 
tynnacles, and a few hanks of sail twine. He took 
up the first that came to his hand ; it was a book of 
snort stories 'written in the analytical mode that was 
finding favour already vrtth the idler-thoughted among 
the British race. On<j of these st#>,ri es seemed to 
harmonize yd sr't in proper key the discordant, 
thoughts of his m\id* At least it presently engaged 
his interest ; and, J ke many auMher reader, he began 
to find analogies \vthin himself (however contrary 
to his experiences, in f\*t, were those related). Indeed, 
the chief male character in the story v r as in many 
points the Vliametrkal opposite of’his own spirit, and 
the fictitifiys etfpcrieiAe tli!n made •the groundwork 
of the tale the absolute reverst 4 to any of his own. 
" This man of my story," he lead, iq th,e words of the 
novelist— ^ * 


“ This man of mv story had never 'known the love of 
woman; neither* as maiden loves youth, ‘nor as wife 
husband\ nor as mistress the p v otcctor of a light name." 
(“ I pity him,” -add Hudson.) “ In his earlier man¬ 
hood his patient, steady, aifc • s/ solemn temperament, 
had fought well against the ifufjetityg of external life and 
the poignancy* of interior disappointments ; for he had 


at first cultivated a phiU sophy that had for its central 
axiom —‘ What is, is well ; for were it otherwise it would 


still be what is.’ " (“I've felt/like that myself.”) “ But 


as he gr/-w older, and his youth departed for ever, moments 
of gloom began to stretch into long days of it. ISL^t that 


the world had pitted it.wtff* 'as it were, more bitterly against 
him ; hut that, fieiihd come to expect it to do so in a lesser 
degree. His patievfe had^not met with its reward ; and 
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it needed a different order of philosophy than his to hill 
for ever that foolish expectancy of mundane benefits, or 
pleasures , a philosophy that experience of life in more 
sanguine men is founded on both a worship of and 
a contempt for the uncertainly of Chance /' 

(“ Um, uni/' said Hudson. f< 1 wonder has Miss 
Palgrave read this # slorv ? Inis would not suit Bill, 
the quarter-master. Tin to is certainly a lot of ' old 
rag ' before we come to the girf, add I further on 
there is some ‘ religion ' in it. ioKawer, let us turn 
back a little. Here’s m.m'j tie Vripth u ; h would 
suit me in most particulars, 1 to u 1 : ; 1* * d l heard 
aiiglit the other day, Mi. IMlgia* e. or was.n Constance 
—I mean Mbs Pah/rave D bait I know that I am 
a handsome fellow. I’d be a fool d 1 dMn’i know 
that.” And Hudson leajied In*, head* forth* from the 


bunk to look at liiimclf in the square foot of mirror 
screwed to the bulkhead on a level with the top bunk. 
He smiled at himself in the glass whh a vahity that 
would have beeu superabundant in the vainest of 
women.) Then he went on reading—* 

“ The man was of sound end healthy bodv, and mentally 
of attractive , and indeed of exceedingly *'lever, farts ; as 
his past life conclusively \oved. What strange destiny 
was that ;which had de/r-'d one, with wit-formed figure ; 
intelligent, thoughtful clear , steady eyes » with ruddy 
check; red lips, and a white, tegular set of teeth ; with 
a sympathetic manner of address ; and a voice that was 
more than pleasant in inc ordinary sense,, rather of 
uncommon richness of quality; what strange.destiny 
was it that had denied him from childhood . until his 
fortieth year the affection of any ue- man ?" (‘* Ah, I am 
but thirty/' said Hudson, “ and wbmeij have loved 
me. I thinC: th^s man must fcave b^en a—fh ! ”) 
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“At a select reception\ or in the drawing-rooms of 
wealthy middle-class society, after two minutes con¬ 
versation he usually blundered into the depths below the 
surface of things. He habitually committed the un- 
fijirdonablc offence of saying what he thought , and very 
often all he thought, if his hearers permitted him ; and 
,that is as unpardonable as any form of malice ; for no¬ 
body forgives careless sincerity. He had no drawing-room 
talk, as differentiat'd from after-dinner talk when ladies 
were not present; nr his mind was as pure as the subjects 
he those to speak abend in either dining- or drawing-room. 
His sincerity should nave cleansed everything to everybody / 
but society richer did permit that sincerity should ever en¬ 
large on the ever-living tenths of life, except in the un¬ 
compromising vernacular decayed make-believe, lie 
had begun to dilcovcr that there is leis make-believe in 
the apology of society for its own vagaries, than in the 
admission of its sins. In a drawingroom, men and 
women have ‘assembl'd to make-believe that they arc 
deceiving each other ; yet nobody deceives his neighbour ; 
and it is simply* the common , or the universal tempera¬ 
ment, of a period , that f a f w brief years overrides at 
slated times of ‘ human congregation the individual 
temperament that would unluh, m thmore secret of its 
workings (Hudson’s tl'iougkiis strayed a moment 
toward Constance Pal grave, and her unconventional 
animalism, overlaid by h stratum of culture.) 

No man more than he had surely ever longed for 
the friendship of woman ; or for the kindnesses that 
good women fnay show to^’ard men without question 
of wrong." (“ Ah ! without question of wrong ; good * ”) 
“ Both men and field received favours from him , for 

he had giifgn of his intellect to the favoured at Pluto ; and 
to the- unfortunate, the free assistance of a generous 
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purse.” (“ Well, a man can 1) «y a woman, lml he can’t 
buy a woman’s love ; and lie can’t buy himself a sub¬ 
stitute ! This man seems to have been as unfortunate 
as the boatswain’s mate, who swears lie's never—no 
matter.”) “77h> life had been pure ” (“Hum!”), 
“ placid, and to a great extent solitary *; abstemious 
always, bar fame* and it certainly was his among 
many thousands* of Ins ft ihnv-cuunirymrn, he eared * 
little or nothing. His eriheat wr dings r wcre studied 
by other and lesser men . who aijidtvd to depreciate his 
judgments in private ;*<jnd in pubh: treated him h> the 
flattery of careful incognizant e ; while tin y pilfered 
his ideas , hi* opinions , and so/Niimes !n\ / hraseotogy. 
But he cared little what men ii might of ins talent ; for 
his temperament wa,. me tin : had f pi him * in*patient 
hunger for other joys than loose uJiiJi nmtne fram literary 
fame ; and those joys his destiny had denied him.” 
('" Poor devil ! ”) 117 /cm a friend would sit with him 

in his study of an evening and talk of*^H ; and the life 
of the literary artist ; of the author ; of the critic ; 
he would listen, courteously attentive in outward seeming ; 
but an irrelevant word would suddenly*bctrav dhat his 
mind was bent on other sources of dfrenily than the 
satisfactions of masculi'. 'friendship ? He would say 
sor.climes, 1 1 write an so'do you ; I have money and 
so hair you ; v>u age not an old man, luithcr am I ; 
your ivriting may be all in of to you, though teamen 
have favoured you with their love ; but I, ;whose work 
you rale, so high and whh h you tell me others also do, ivell, 
I believe f would sacrifice any possible mpraise^by men 
and women of my woik for tuo slim white arms around 
my neck , and the kiss of a ki'.fJ "jtf num, who loved me , 
on my lips. Now laugh, if yon choose ! ” (Again 
Hudson’s tlTougJits turned t >iC<mshyico 1Pa?grav<\) 
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The analysis continued : “He had never known 
a sister's love , nor had derived such. Nature, which 
so frequently gives one woman all male children , 
qnd another all female children , seldom plants the 
seeds of desire in the hearts of these sisterless and 
Motherless offspring, a desire for an affection which 
nature has decreed impossible. But men and women 
shall , by the law of attraction, the lily for the unlike , 
seek ever fur the tofmeats of bi-sexuat union. A sacrar 
ment is a thing of Spirit ; supernatural ; and nature 
is indifferent to it. or there wo^id be an end to torment 
and temptation. And this man knew nothing of the 
Sacrament that is like' the herb Moly against the en¬ 
chantment and the tortih^'s of love. His friend, whom 
women ' had loved.'and whi^sc love'he had rejected, had 
plagiarized Herrick's igpscs'Upun Love,' and bantered 
the man with them — 


“ You ph.iv ivish Love as miff the- Lire 
Tkt ""anton Satyr did; 

Nor ran you know, nor can iig$i ry. 

What under there r'r hid: 

That Satyr he but burnt hi v tips , 

Tut* y cur’s ihc great <r smart, 

lY/h n—kissing Love's dissembling chips 

The jire roast you - heart 


(“Ah, I like that ! ” 'SaidniTudson. “I wonder 
what Constance thinks of this shiyular story! All! 
here’s the woman of it ? enter Woman ! ”) 

“ But one was to appear upon the horizon of his life, 
not one pf 4 Solomon's cruch creatures 9 that so often 
4 bringefb a man to repentance ,* but one who may rather 
be described in the words of Nicholas Breton , one whose 

' >v 

virtue is continence% ‘her labour patience , her diet 
abstinence, and her care conscience.' Indeed , so much 

' 0 _ i 

was conscience hc$ y care that it seems r it was the only 
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thing that kept her from joining a company of religious ; 
for she deemed herself unworthy of association with 
those whom she erroneously considered more austere 
than herself ” (Hudson afiected a shudder.) “ Her 
beauty was that of a lily set in a sunrise ; by which 'll 
may he understood that she was a slim, pate woman, with 
reddish hair of a golden cast rather than of an auburn. 
Since her schooldays she had been in the keeping of art 
. aunt , fast becoming a devoteef hcriylf, and t,\*c disciple 
of an ascetic doctrinaire (a cleric of rjeaf sanctity without 
doubt), and his maxi^is were reverenced by both aunt 
and niece as tin ?« very words of Holy 1 Vrit." (Another 
shudder, not so afiected, b v * Hudson.) kt The man 

** m' 

once said to the voting woman, when <hex were ai a gallery 
of pictures, ' 1 hold with Plato that^hroiigh*art•our souls 
must mount upward to luiuty % rising from, the contem¬ 
plative love of fair forms to fair deeds , fAtm fair deeds 
to fair thoughts , qnd front fair thoughts to the loveliness 
that is uncreated , that secret and kolv beauty.' And 
the pale teaman 9 \with cheek as rigid as ivory , and lips 
as emotionless as carved jasper , turned her pure grey 
eyes to his, and responded without the altadow qf a smile , 
‘ / have heard Father ]annony say Aunt Delia that 


“ the beauty of this worlds a snare 
(Hudson crossed h bus elf swiftly.) 


5/ the Evil OneP ’ ” 
‘"And how , then, 


can we content plait it so as to ris - to the uncreated lovcli - 
ness , as you say?' ‘ T JV jitustd he replied , ‘ not only 
contemplate ? Inti enjoy ; and feel to the very core of our 
hearts what earthly be a. iy is ; or our souls can never 
arise and welcome perfect loneliness at m qllf* He could 
sec another of Father Ja/mony's maxims in her pure 
and solemn eyes, and sighedr j* Qh, let us skip a few 
pages,” said Hudson, “ These*people are not flesh 

and bloo3.”) 

1 • 
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“ It was a cold winid evening some weeks later that 
1 found myself —('‘Oh. who,is IP- —the fictitious nar¬ 
rator ? found myself sitting in the window-scat at 
his chambers ; the front room used as his study. The 
lamp had not been lighted, and I awaited i his coming in 
thtXdusk ; expecting him, as usual, to come alone, The 
door 1 was open wide, and 'when I heard his step on the 
siair I turned away from the window of tjie large room — 
the one furthest from the door. for there were three windows 
—out of which 1 hai\ been looking ; and I made a step 
forward to greet him. Owing to, the noise made by the 

1 

carls rumbling over the paring-stones of the street , per¬ 
haps, 1 had not detected\< second and a lighter footfall 
than his ; for now Tcould plainly hear two in the passage 
at the heed of the stgirs ; and in a 'second 1 hedrd two 
voices; his (a voice which trembled * strangely) and 
a woman s ; L whom 1 rt cognized as that of the lady he 
had been frequently seen with of late i\% public. Before 
I could make my.presence known— and, indeed, while 
/ hesitated half-ashamea to do w—1 heard her voice utter 
a sharp word of remonstrance, and he had replied , v Nay, 
it is no v'n ; it ts of the virtue that saves from sin ; 
I will not tala it, i\S men do. with a show of violence that 
the affected resist unde of a wane v may allow her to salvi 
her conscience, or her pruderv^t hup Twill ask you, your¬ 
self, of your cavil free dill to kiss mt % in token of that ]oy 
which can alone make life < worth living to me. ( omc, 
dear heart! trust me! and lei me ft el for .once in mv 
life that two souls have overridden the barriers of the 
senses and are j\f one with fhr love of heaven and the 
delight of the supersensuafd ” (“ Cunning fellow, 

that ! ”) * Sr 

“ Had there been Tien a : pausq, perhaps my attempt 
at a cough hwf been heard f/y one or both ; but she rc - 
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$ ponded, immediately and loudly, every word she spake 
slowly dropping into its grammatical place , rounding 
and completing each sentence. And presently she had 
stepped backward , 1 thought , and he had released her 
hands , or there was no meaning in her subsequent , 

‘ There , //zzuhs better. Thank you ! No, fou have nc% 
hurt mv hands. Vof/ u'vtt ;/o/ rough, lad I cannot-*- 
never—do what you wish . Since my parents died I have 
kjssed nobody but my aunt . Jnv ee/v i?/ quanting and 
night ; so that if you desire to remam my friend , you 
must ihver ask me s mJr<i thing agiin : p.r it is 0 ask:ng 
me to commit a larnal sin delibetatelv and inexcusably.' 

Hudson put down the book? He hacj never met 
this type of woman ; and he could hot conceive that 
such haft ever exit'd. And the in *th<' story 

that was not man* enough to krjvnv that every woman 
that has health and youthful blond in lief body can 
never be won by ^philosophy and metaphysical ob¬ 
scurities seemed a feeble treatuie. Put so tnuch as 
he had read h;u^ produo d a mood, semi-religious 
and ronscieneefuh He began to contrast his own 
view of life with that of the woman m tie storw The 
selfsame action of lum^elf with Convince Palgrave, 
of himself and Joanna IWircv, had fitter! v diherent 
significations, of >he name of the Almighty 

that Joanna had invoked would al5> peisjst in coming 
betw r een her and himself ; uftd when six *l>ells had 
struck (three ij'clock) lit* was still lying awake, his 
mind tilling with self-umfcation of a sm he # had but 
committed in imagination. 1 .. 

For a moment he had fatten into a light slumber, 
the lamp stih burning at hte bv^kdiead. Then he 
suddenly gu'W more wakeful than ever. Why. surely 
that was n # g< •ujle ta])ping *)ii the* thin ^failition ? 
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No ! it must have beema rat scuttling about that fore 
cabin floor ! He turned on his side and put out the 
little reading-lamp screwed to the opposite bulkhead, 
and composed himself for an hour's sleep. No ! no 
sleep ; and, surely ? yes ! that was a gentle knock on 
fhe partitioh at his feet ? Guild it be—Joanna ? He 
quietly got out of his bunk, and stood leaning against 
the partition. He put his hand, thv ilat of his palm, 
on the' board that he had removed before* Again 
a knock ; and lie felt the board itself \ibrate ! Then 
pressing his ear against the partition, near the crack 
between thejxxud and stanchion, hedieaid a whispered 
name. It was his own name, and it was Joanna's whisper. 

She also could not sleep. Love had brought her 
bare fhet “and gWwing bodv, and beauteous 1 face, to 
the tryst; aftei*all ! 

Hudson's imagination was on fire again as lie thought 
of that heavy rich red liaii falling below her waist ; 
of the sdft you?" 1 ins pouting for his kisses; of the 
yielding waist ; of the soft warm bosom that was all 
his for the taking ; and the perspiration was heavy 


on hise'forehead is he wresMed with his conscience. 
Six inches of bearding and two slender nails between 
the tw’o beatingiiearis ! (Njild not two or even three 


boards be easily iemov< d, stfhVJv removed, and as 
sw'iftlv replaced ? Two wen 1 pmple room foi the 
passage o'f lier body. *Thep<‘ was one nail to each. 
When one board was removed these nails would come 


away vjtji the next boanl^at one little pull, those 
carpenters at* Plymouth scamped hidden corners of 
their w r ork such as this ; <^r did never such a situation, 
as this arise in*ilitr nftnds of tlv 1 Board of Trade 
Surveyor ? “ God of God ! .how easily and quickly 

can she dVae toj^oth my arms ! ” tlipugfit Hudson. 
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The name of the Deity lingered on his lips. Yet— 
God Himself knew—what was a kiss but the touching 
of one part of a woman’s body with one’s like part ? 
Hand to hand, or lip to lip, what mattered ? Then 
would he send her to bed after one fond kiss ; just 
one ? Was it but a kiss lie meditated ? * • 

Again the gentle knock, and again the whispered 
name, and then* he heard her soft footfall, and the* 
brushing of her night garment against a piece t>f paper 
on the deck as if she were turning away. He put liis 
lips to the crevice iTntween the stanchion *ii"id the 
movable board, *but said nothing. He would wait 
just a little longer. In a moment she Jiad knocked 
again, and he felt 1 1 r warm bn-ath actually on his 
lips! fie put hi> ear wh-re Ins 1^/s hod* bot?n, and 
listened m the d^rkiios, tiuncling with the struggle 
between his emotions and Ins conscience.* 


Oh, are f yot% wakmg, darling t ” (Tap, tap.) 
“Will you not answer your o^n h<in na; who has 
kept her promis# and loves *you madly ? Ah ! for 
God’s sake, speak ju^t oiu kind word to me, Pat ! ” 
(Rap.) , ) 

In # the. darkless Hudson stood silent and trembling 
still. Tire nam«‘ ' r the Deity on t/is Irish girl’s lips 
came between him <e d IuA ch.smo Above his head 
he could hear the Aguiar, rhythmic foptsteps of the 
second mate aryl the bontswa'n, walking side by side ; 


the fittings i« the s'doon and the fore cabin creaking 
gently and intermit Lai as the vessel Jurched in 
the rising sea ; lb s chief mate snoring in th e next 
berth but one to hm own. 1 II *11 an hour ggo he had 
not heeded sycli things ; heTiad Yeen (in that delight¬ 


ful mental picture) pressing one long, 1 apt. good night 
on Joanna’s responsive lips, an^i almost crusliing 
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her against the thin hoarding with Jiis strong right 
arm. Now, he heard more than these sounds ; he 
heard his own heart pulsating, and he heard the name 
of God spoken within his own mind ! Never had 
Hudson bet'll hi ought, willy-nilly, into the supreme 
court of conscience before on such a count as this I 
And he felt a sudden ‘rebellion against his Judge. 
That stupid, impossible story, too, \\,-s making a fool 
of him, and Constance Kdgrave had read it, of course 
she, who would! Hut would she? In a flash there 
came to the man an illuminative mental picture of 
the safety of the shallow Constancy Palgrave, and 
of the perd of this deep-nattired girl. 

Mac Dc ar g— cumhclac ! Take down the board, 
Pat ! I can hear you bn uthmg beside me ! Wiiat ails 
my darling at wll ? ” (Tap, tap, on the partition.) 

Is it making game of me you are, like the others ? 
Well, the Son of God be between ;is and all harm! 
I’ll go to rest a&ain ! Good night ! I can't believe 
you're making a fool ef me ! Not God in heaven 
forbid ! Say guod night ! No ? Ah ! ” 

Her peril waa past, and would Joanna ever know 
it ? Seven belay (half-paM three) struck presently, 
and there was inAother noi-,*. but the creaking ol the 
cabin fittings, the snoring'Of tlK**«bief mate, and the 
steady tramping of the two mop on the poop* deck 
above. ' ' 

Eight bells (four o’clock) struck, and only one pair 
of feet wgrg tramping the p(^*>p deck. The other pair 
were dg^cendiitg the companion-way to the saloon ; 
they were, those of the boatswain, and they were 
bringing him downja* afouse the two officers for the 
morning watch. The boatswain went first of all 1o 
the berth Of* 11 n. 11 hi >i*1 >avi 1 c nfii f'i'r 'I nr! Inrnffl lht-» 
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handle of the Ixoth. The taobr, as usual, was un¬ 
locked, and it yielded to-the boatswain’s hand, but 
only about six or seven inches. There was something 
against it like a foot or a boot, so the boatswain pu f 
his mouth to the opening and called out, not too loudly 
(by the Captain’s standing oldens)— * * 

“ Eight bells,’ Mr. Hudson, sir ; rouse and shittc^ 
sir; show a /eg/sir ! eight bells, sir! 1 can't get in 
to light your lamp, sii ! ’’ 

He waited for the usual response before fastening 
the door; and. wliriih* came, it certainly struck the 
boatswain that tJPTe tlmd mate was lying in the bottom 
bunk among the boats’ binnacles and sail twine and 

4 

other things : certainly not in the top bunk upon his 
straw mattress, as on the right before. 

Then he went* and aroused the chief mate, shaking 
him by the arm, as that officer slept very soundly, 
and often needed ti second and a third call. 


Patrick Hudson’s voice had in^f **'* proceeded from 
the direction of fcho lower bunk m his berth ; for he 
had fallen a>le» p leaning over it. knurling beside it; 
and it was his outstretched foot beyig touched by 
the door that had awakened him. Patrick Hudson, 
adventurer, no tier mail than he, Should have been, 
had been kneeling, : . p»ay<Vhr f on/he fell asleep ! 

When he gained Pile pooy, some minutes before 
the chief matg, he walked to the break’and mus¬ 


tered tjue port watch; oidried the wheel and look¬ 
out to be relieved ; to<\ the orders for .the mate, 
and bade the second mate a good morning sleep. 
Then he went down tc? the main deck to see 


that all braces were well 



the breeze having 


freshened. # Until half-past five—coffue-time—there 
was nothing further to do ; • but Ipidson-Tkept to the 
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quarter-deck in preference to the poop, and the chief 
mate therefore had that deck all to himself. Tt was 
still quite dark, and Hudson stood up on one of the 
after bits and looked toward the east for the first 
streak of dawn. 

‘•He had both wished and thought the quarter-deck 
to be quite deserted; but a voice behind him called 
his name. Dominick D’Arey, who had adopted the 
prevailing nautical fashion among the seamen in 
congenial weather and walked in his bare feet (like 
many of the male and some of Hie female emigrants), 
stood just byhind him. Hudson h?;d not heard his 
soft approach, and seemed somewhat embarrassed 
at his greeting. 


“ We hive hoi little talk together of late, Mr. 
Hudson.”' 

“No, Dominick ; what are you doing out of your 
bunk at this early hour ? ” r 

“Oh, it’s mwO Dvo hours’—or rather one hour— 
as some of the men ai up at live-*-and then I shall 
lie down till sc\ien, perhaps-, I have come aft to make 
my quaVie'r-ho^r report, 4 All's well ! 5 ” 

“ The emigrants laugh at your vigilance, Dominick. 
You are the onlyvme now that troub^-s about making 
a report, 1 think. vSome 6f tha^friyi don’t keep watch 
at all, 1 belieye ; is it not so ? ” \ 

“ It is, then ; but so/ne nights tilery’s half a dozen 
of them awake all through. Tlu y’re great gamblers 
and have a little money amc/ig them, and an odd sailor 
or two joins them.” 

“ And how do they sdh to play cards after 
o’clock ? Isn’t thafcyoifr ‘ lights-out ’ time ? ” 

“ Ah, well, Mr. Hudson, I’m not going to tell on 
them ; anfr I kno&v you aailormen don’t trouble about 
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such things ; but they have found the means to see 
right enough.” 

44 Well, why shouldn't they have ? ” said Hudson 
carelessly. 44 I suppose some of them have candles, - 
eh ? ” 

44 Oh, faith! they have a better light'than that; 
but they all go td becl when I am on watch, so I must , 
not tell on them** And they hang up a blanket and 
nyike little corner for themselves, and keep quiet 
when I’m lying down ; so what mailers ! ” 

44 Aye, what matU-Vs ? ” said Hudson lightly. 

44 The second matr has all the paint and,.paralhn oil 
in his charge— he's the ship's giieaser, no£ me ; and 
I suppose a pint of oil lasts those men a week in their 
bully-tin Tamp ? ” 

44 How well you know ever#hing/*Mr. Hudson! 

I need not have told yon at all, it seems ; but I feel 
a little nervous sometimes.” ^_ _ 

44 Many’s the pint of oil I've stpleyfouit of # a ship’s 
paint-locker in my •time,” said I/mdson, so you don’t 
expect me to report a little thing like, Mutt, do you ? 
Shipowners rob the sailormu ’ oftentimes, T Can tell 
you ! ” 

The*third mate spoke as if somey^iat irritated at 
D'Arcy’s hesitating tjpffocr J ‘and tl/- latter responded 
quickly that he \y;l stfrry that he had leaned to the 
matter at all, an<3 inquired aboht liis sister, 

44 It will be.Sunday to-morrow,” said Dominick, 
44 and——” 

44 To-day , you mean; there’s-the «da\ui,” said 
-Hibson. 

44 To-day is Sunday, of course,” h ^aid D’Arcy, 4{ and 
I’ll be up there on the poop in the afternoon with 
her,” 
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“ Aye ! I suppose y<ru will, Dominick.” 

Hudson spoke as if the matter were of no interest to 
him. 

. “ 1 will; and Miss Palgrave has asked me to play 

something on my violin for the girls ; so I shall bring 
'mv instrument and amuse you all. I hope it will be 
fine, but the wind is sti Lengthening.” 

44 That’s the south-east trade \\ii?.d,” said Hudson; 
“ it will be fair, steaay, breezy weather for the next 
week or two; and it may let us-Inside, of Tristan, 
and then well get our stiong .westerly gales for running 
our easting,” 

” Miss Palgrave,” “continued Dominii k, “ said, in 

her note tliat the blackamoor brought me yesterday, 

that she can give me an mtiodiVtion to a gentleman 

whom she km w m*. Paris, and who is manager of 
» 

a tlieatre now in Australia ; so I will try for a first 
violin in an orchestra while waiting fur a situation as 
an organist. %}.nd then she knows people who will 
help me to first-rate 'aitions, too.*. You and JoAanna 
may see me ^conducting an orchestra perhaps some 
day! 4 ' I wriu: music, as y#u know; perhaps I will 
be conducting my own operas ! 

Dominick seamed this morningmn contrast to the 
prevailing moodv^amon^' th^^iority of emigrants 
lately, to he in quite buoyaiq spirits. Hudson got 
down off the bits, and looked ke> nly into the face of 
his companion. The dawn was lifting,.and Dominick’s 
face hacj quite lost its habitual melancholy. So Con¬ 
stance— Miss Palgrave had sent Dominick a note ? 
She had done that mdre than once before. Well, 
what of that, an£ f , way ? What was that to him— 
the third mate of the Young Pretender —or to any¬ 
body elS*v?' Bfit the* words ” yon and Jo//ami4 " 
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certainly gave him some pause. Hudson collected 
his wandering thoughts. 

" Your sister, Miss D’Arcy, is always delighted to 
have you with her on Sundays, Dominick/' 

D’Arcy looked at Hudson, and nodded his head. 

He. had noticed the formal way Hudson^had referred 

to his sister ; but none of the gravity that had shown 

itself on a former occasion when she had been a sub- 

}ect of tlit ir dialogue shaded his woi # ds as *ho*«flid 

lightly, “ Mmd'Youmelh Mr. Hudson ! So it’s Miss 

D'Arcv, now you’ie f!«rd male ! Ah ! well* to be 

sure that girl Biduy from Keriv is a leal Roism Dubh, 

and has an eye like a witch, but—the leas* said soonest 

mended. You seamen me si range , nmole ; first one 
♦ ^' * * % 

and then another ; they -,ay a saner Iks a wife in 
everv port. Now, if I were ro fall*’in jove with a 
lady--” 

Hudson breathed freely, and the keen, 
look died out of his eyes. Yet ho * Nv felt sf* angely 
irritated at Dornfliick's subse t .ient woids, as the in¬ 
genuous young musician unfolded hi* mind to the 
seaman to whom he had become ><> stnmgly attached. 

“ If I were to win the love uf a lady- - mil perhaps 
my talent may iF. that some da\ — f would not bring 
one line of sadnr* p/o her i m.pv face ; for she, 
whom*! would teawi how to love me,*would be as 
light of heart as morning air : as bright as yonder 
sky over theie where thy mm will soon be coming. 
A lady who would hnv njy music' as part of jmyself.” 
After a pause Dominick contuua d : **That ‘kid}- in 
t h z saloon—Miss Palgrave-—to change the‘Subject— 
or—she understands a great deahabdut the. technique 
of the art you would *be surprised if I; told you all 
she knows about? music. La<»t Sunday shf "and 1 were 


s 
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talking for an hour'tcgcther " (Hudson interjected 
a short “I know”), “ ard she showed such great 
interest in my career as a student of music, and said 
I should have gone to Paris or Leipsic or Brussels 
to study. She knew one of our Dublin professors 
<vho was an'Italian ; she knew him in Paris. And she 
knew poor Bizet, too, the great Bizet ! When I told 
her that 1 was Irish, she would hardly believe me, 
said she always liked the Irish ” (“-She didn’t 
know that you were—er, Miss D’Ai'cy’s brother, of 
course,” said Hudson iron:rally)—“ she loves the 
Irish and the French, she said. Aud she is rich, too, 
isn’t she ? She is going to help me when we get to 
Australia. Ah ! ’ she- has the kind heart entirely. 
She has lent me ** book of poems by Pensage. And she 
loves the" Irish ! And she was orK of those whom 
poor Bizet invited to the rehearsal of f Carmen ' ! 


_ 

-- -- ** _ 

“ What a dS'^rpeleon you are, Dominick I ” said 
Hudson. “I though* there was more of the pale 
moonnst coif ur in you than the golden sunrise ! 
Why, we shan’t know you shortly. What about 
Carol an ? ' The moon may rise again, but not the 

sun for us,’ e^i ?Dominick ? Leave the ladies alone ; 
keep to your must' ; that’s myVVice.” 

“ You seen annoyed, Pat. i used to call ybu Pat, 
did 1 nop before you were third mat^ ? 

“Go. on, call me Pat; I like it,”'said Hudson, 
“ I’m onjy a nautical kntXkabout, God knows, and 
hardly deserve a Christian name at all ; but you are 
clever, you have talent r perhaps you are a genius 
that some great rich lady such as you are thinking 
of—a duchess ‘(why not a princess ?) may discover 
and advefuse one of these days ! Ah, I envy you, 
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Dominick. You should reti rh to Europe and com¬ 
pose grand operas ! ” • 

“ Ah, now you are joking, Pat. I’ll not believe 
that you are angry. Whai have I said to annoy 
you at all ? Poor artists (for I know I am an artist, 
and that I am poor is true enough) imrt always sc*;k 
tor patronage and wealth ; and it is they that can love 
deeply too ! Hat if I ever love a woman, it will be 
Jbr the music that I can see in her.” * ^ 

“ See musicNn her ! " repeated the third mate, 
surprised. “ What 1 w<-ll as money? ” Then he 
remained silent for a few moments, Dominick looking 
at him with a smile on his fleshy mo # biie lips, and 
his dark eyes all aglow with intelligence. 

“See* music m her!” reiterated* Hudson, "looking 
up at Mr. Shackley in the fco#d liglfi. from the aure- 
ating east, as the chief mate paused at tlie rail ; ah ! 
yes ; I undent uifd you. I can see * Nancy^T ee ’ fliu^ 
last British contribution to the nfnsie of the sea, 

* i 

there on Mr. Sitae kley\s chi , 'Nancy Lee' on a 
musical-box : his bristles always rewind sne of the 
barrel of a musical-box.* " T ' 


Dominick laughed. He could see that Hudson 
was only affecting to misunderstarJd him ; but why 
tHe third mate slmm^i do so 1 did n>£ trouble him. He 
began to talk about jMmseif again with y.11 the egotism 
of the student yho imagines ftimself a master. 

‘ I qm writing a suite of arias—a kind. of song 
cycle—with words of. m\\ own—drawn frorn my im¬ 
pressions on this ship—the theme develops*,itself as 
aria succeeds aria ; yet I r am keeping the character 
of the whole quite—I forget # the* exact term—no 
matter—but it forms a complete cycle of airs all illus¬ 
trative of the expanding central idea. V*i first I am 
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in a minor key, rather'* plaintive and doubtful, but 
the dominant idea is there*; I never lose that, Mr. 
Hudson. Then I go on to something broad and slow— 
adagio, we musicians call it—grave, largo, and 
then lento—but that is all elementary shop talk 
—an aria in*four flats major; then one in a sharp 
major key; that’s the one I am working on now; an 
allegro movement losing itself, at "last diminishing 
im^ ■= faint allegretto echo, as it were, Eat. mind, 
Mr. Hudson, my dominant idea is Tievcr obscured ; 
it is always there, like-” 1 v 

“ Like the'fly in transparent amlTr,” said Hudson, 
almost brutally ; " and everybody will wonder how 
the devil it got there, and you alone 1 can tell what 
brings your lly into your lump of musical amber— 
what ? ” * , * 

” Ah ! I don't know yon, Pat, when you talk like 
IT' 4 ' Vy dominant thmn** is the power of love, 
turning grey sonhito gladness of soul. Love can 
always be measured ih us power "to transform, by 
its capaatv by carrying joy. I cannot explain my¬ 
self ; but 1 believe you cuulduf you liked.” 

” J°y • ” said Hudson bitterly, but yet carelessly 
withal. “Love v ynng joy! Wait^.nntil 3*011 fail in 
love, Dominick ; $ m won’t tdlc sbont joy 1 ” 

Dominick D’Arcy turned and-grasped the hand of 
his friend, and said with an* outburst of affectionate 
candour, “ I believe* I am gi love, Pat; and that is 
how I came to write tln 4 inMsic. Indeed, I envy 
you up there* on tile poop every day, and down in 
the saloon between whiles, whilst I must wait for 
Sundays. You shah hear another obbligato of mine 
this afternoon, an expansion Of a cantique u by Gounod, 
just by way^of an"exercise to kill time* Miss Palgrave 
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is going to sing the words ; she said so in her note to 

me, she-” • 

" There comes the sun ! ” said Hudson hurriedly; 
“ and there goes two bells ” (five o’clock), “ and here 
comes the steward to see that the cook is up ! Get 
to bed, Dominick, and have a sleep !—Halloa, there t 
you Beady! and yon Olsen ; Get out the deck scrub : 
hers and broorui, and bring them aft. Boatswain’s 
mate, see the after pump riggetl ! it will help th£ dwv 
buckets. Here/*you boy ! yon roll tliat wash-deck 
tub aft, and put in half an hour’s pumping#, up on 
the poop; it’ll kike that time to fill die Captain’s 
bath, let atone the tub, the wa*v yew puyip with that 

d-d toy-fixing of an appai.Uus! You other men 

rig up flic force pump ! that’s bow usl? a Tty way. 
Bear a hand, too, my kids ! Y#m won't get the times 
with me you had with Mr. Somerville. You’ll have 
your coffee wfy< ir you’ve made all ready W w?ish. 
deeks—not before ! I’ll have the decks Squeegeed 
down by four Ik Us, or my na» .. s not Hudson 1 ” 

The men began to grumble at turning Ao before 
coffee-time, even to the '*xtent of leaking preparations 
for washing decks at three bells. Their coffee was 
now ready in the galley. The b »y lizard the grumbling 
of the men. Though .two or ib ee minutes would 
finish Their partYT tac preparations, tli£ boy himself 
would miss his coffee, and have lialf an hour's pumping 
up on the poop with the little portable standard pump 
that screwed into tin* dole near the wheel. (The 
water trickled out of this little piy^p, aad \vas % allowed 
to run along the lee water 1 ways of the poop into the 
wash-deck tub under the break fyy Gie poop ladder.) 

The boy excelled his murmuring* shipmates, and 
he made mSre n*)ise than tin* rumbling \v«a>h-deck tub 
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he was struggling with/ steering it as well as he could 
clear of the numerous obstacles that crowded the 
deck. It was a big tub, and it needed a strong man 
t® roll it along that heeling deck in a fresh breeze. 
A few of the married women were comoing their hair 
after their morning's ablutions in one of the adjacent 
h/>ss es at the main shrouds. The tub took a sudden 


deviation just abreast of them, and*then went over 
thc^opt of one of the 1 group. The foot b longed to, 
Mrs. Jenkins, the Italian’s wife. 

Then * Hudson, who, with gloomy brow, was 
watching tluv,boy, uttered a savagv nautical curse, 
and walked toward the group. 

When he came near them Mrs. Jenkins was rubbing 
her foot ; but seeing Hudson, she said to the boy— 

“ It ain’t youpfault.sTonimv. Them as cuts down 
our herlowances ought to ’ave more sense than give 


° kid like vou a tub like that to ’awile • 


it’s as big as 


an ’ouse ! 

Hudson had certainV in this mnwiing’s ill temper 
of his, mvditaV’d a culling for the boy ; but Mrs. 
Jenkins Yirew a verbal attack upon liersclf. That 
woman had already spread a spirit of disaffection 


among the married people.-, 
Hudson’s abstention from 


and h£ knew it. And 
joining, in the general 


reproaches against the Doctor (v;hicli were on every 
emigrant’s lips), as he weighed out tjie stores every 


forenoon in tlie Tween-deck, only increased, the scandal 
against hiipself. 


“ Yotj just allow ac to mind my own duty, woman ! ’* 


said Hudson irritably; you’re making enough 
mischief in the ship, t as it is. How many times have 


you dry-holy-stoned under your berth, eh ? Not 
once since wu capie aboard, the Doctor "says ; and 
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it’s the dirtiest corner in the tween-deck. Short 
allowance ? Why, isn’t everything weighed out ? 
You attend to your duties, and I’ll take care of mine.” 

“ That there four-eyed Doctor’s as blind as a bat, 
for all ’is gold Specs,” said Mrs. Jenkuis indignantly ; 
" an’ if that Jon or tells lies about me, 1^11 go and s^e 
the Capting, I wpll ! And*I allers ’ad enough to 
cat myself and feed ’Tonio and ole* Jenkins ’isseli, 
when that, p’oor hangel of a blister Summyville w£S 
in the store-ro^m. ’E wasn’t like sunimun clSte wot 


ivc knows on, was V, ale gals ? hay, geds ? wa^s *e ? 

The othei woivyn all looked sympathetic and shook 
their heads.' They had quariHled among themselves 
often enough, but they were united in the opinion 
that thv* stores weie insufficient ; that they jxere of 


very bad quality ; and that the Doctor w^s somehow 
responsible ior it by failing to save the Irfe of the la£^ 
Mr. Somerville, in whose time there had been no 
complaint. It is true that Mr. JenJ:insV*vpiiu<Jii "di 
Mr. Somerville yad not beer .,uch a battering one 
as bis wife's ; but there had been siuli a lucrative 
system of blackmail in the late thud maV’s time, 
that everybody was satisfied. A wink from a married 
womTin, and a request lor ” a little extra for Mrs. 
Jenkins filled ’the apphetmt’s can with sugar, or 
her pun with sr«E butter. Hudson had checked this 
exorbitancy, as it has be<^n recorded. .Hence his 
disrepute anjong the majority of mamed women, 
especially among those with children. 

Hudson had referred to Mrs. Tj.tffkins’s tvMl-knowui 
disregard for cleanliness iy tin/'irritation of *the mo¬ 
ment. It was no affair Oi his, an^I he cared not a 
crumb of a ship’s biscuit w T hether*tbe )voman performed 
her share*of {Jr}/ scrubbing or npt e^gry morning. 
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The Doctor was the official who was responsible for 
the health of the emigrants—nobody else ; and he 
felt the foolishness of his onconsidered and retaliatory 
interference. But the woman had wounded his 
amour propre , and several men and women had now 
gathered around, with towel* and bits of soap in their 
hands. He tried without success do think of some- 
thing laconic, yet dignified, that would allow him to 
retreat with honour. Hid his antagonist been a man, 
he would have 4 made short work of it. The steward 
parsed by with the pot of cabin coffee, and the words, 
" Coffee, sail ! a’i( ad\ , sail ! It y^a> a iehef ! 

"Coming, shewaid ! "'said Hudson, tinning on his 
heel ; but he had delayed too long, Mrs. Jenkins’s 
own ampur <propre, which wa^ of a special order, the 
kind that perhaps only a London voyian of her type 
rank! develop, a peculiar mixture of vengeful in¬ 
tolerance and vanity, had been tkgply wounded by 
Tiudsou*? inference to the dirty deck in her comer of 
the dark married ^vprt'Ts, where Giacomo, her 
husband, smoked and expectorated. Most of the 
men, ancLibo a middle-aged woman from Waterfoid 
in the next bunk to the Jenkmme one, smoked, too ; 
so there had been no dispute in the married quart* rs 
so far on this'count. lhev‘ was hardly a patch of 
clean deck in the married quarters.** More than one 
family neglected to dry-si aib the ‘d< ek in fin* vicinity 
of their bunks, especially those in Hernlai ker corners 
of the ’tween-deck. Mrs. Jeftkins felt quite at home 
with her increasing audience ; so she curled what was 
once an exceedingly beautiful upper lip, and with im¬ 
measurable* scorn vociferated— 

"Dry-scrubbing, you and that there Joner— 
Jetty-torv—\ymts f iis ’ard-workin' women do be ’at, 
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mornirT, noon, and night? ; Oh !* yas! you jcs go 
and scrub that there lydy .you’re er carryin’ on with ! 
I spose you fills ’er hath for ’er, don’t yer ? Gives 
'er all the fresh water yer robs us of, hay ? Wc'% 
a gentleman now, hay ? D yer think I ain’t got no 
dam heyes, hay ? She’s a nice lydy, ain't she ? A 
nice pair of yer ! D’yer think I can’t take yer mea¬ 
sure ? Go and fill up yer cabin water-tanks ; she 
wants scrubbin’, outside and Mi. I know them these 

• .. m 

sort o’ Jydies ;' we ’ad 'em in ’Aokney, where I comes 
from. I’ve seen 'eni«^fore now! Yer needn’t get 
red in the lice, I’ve got yer on tow>t g You abuse 
us poor *ard-v\oi km’ married lydies J We're all 
respectable married women, u'c are* ain’t we, gals ? 
yas ! \\*e don’t trhvel about on *iocou*ut *>f our 


brother’s ’ealth, do we ? Oh, $o, wc Jiennnour livin’ 
/zones!. Go and rcmb some of the dii t* off ’er ! gfi 
on ! Don’t stand Here like a monkcy-on-a-stk'k 

♦ ” 1’ V’ "WniUlDllil’ 

waitin’ for somebody to pull yer legs.’* (Her personal 
pronouns then became rapyll^bGYolved, as her anger 
mounted.) " Were an ossifer now, ;yn’t ^e ? We 
can carry on with the Jydies now, can’t TTc ? Once 
upon ay time, wc can be doin’ of anotner gal’s ’air up 
—so Airly in the roomin'—eh !—inihe valley bee-lo- 
oh ! —and larfing Jangvi^uft'* like at us up on one of 
them poles, canVT>onw of us ? Mile and feemile, yas ! 
f Lor, Joanner, 'ow nice yer Mire!’ ses she, but me 
and she is lqpkin’ up at u< on the pole ! ‘ Lor, 

my lydy dear, yer mych nicer ! ’ says smnnnin else 
up on the poh% ‘ though I can’tJ doe Aft like 
Joanner’s ’air, yer know, n*y lydy deer ; but ycr\t 
got a bruffer with long ’air wot can talk about pick- 
shers, and ’e’s a-goiif to pvnt me, later* on, 'praps, 
ses summuif on the pole, ay,.pretendin’ U) be ’ard al 
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work ; cos Vs dam cum?in', is summun ! Yas ! yas ! 
were dam cunnin’, yas ! y<?s !—'e’s dam eunnin’, eh, 
gals ? ” 

, Little specks of froth began to appear on Mrs. 
Jenkins's lips, and one or two of thd Irish married 
women, wavering in their adhesion, murmured such 
phrases as, " It’s a shame for her, sd it is, to be carrying 
on like that ! " and, " She might leave other people 


o^Upf it, any way,” al’id, ” I cannot make,head nof 
tail of what she’s wild about, unless it s the bite and 


sup wevre all getting has put* her beside herself!” 
Hudson said # nothing, quirt, halGmuised contempt 
in his eyes ; but he noticed that the group was grown 
larger, and that 'the watch had finished their coffee 
and had joined the emigrants ; and that which more 
than anything sfill fastened him to the spot was the 
return of Dominick D’Arcy, who came, wondering 
at the cause of this woman's mysterious abuse, and 

_ .-lMiuimrrte- - > 

the introduction of his sister's name into the midst of it. 


Mrs. Jenkins drowns f«w deep breaths, and then, 
looking abound.for encouragement, her husband being 
below somewhat compensating for the blank look on 
most of the faces present, proceeded, shaking her hair- 
comb at Hudson-*- 


” Summun was nice ahd kjjie to our little 'Tonio, 
hay ? 'E’s so dam cunnin’ ; hut'summun else ses 
to 'erst'lf, ses she, f Yourig respeekablt; married women 
mils’ be dam cunnin’, too, and take care of ’emsels with 
fellers wot wants to know where daddy is ; yas ! yas ! 
D'yer think I ,ain i*got yei messure, hay ? Gals, look 
out ! I wouldn't be in that there Joanner's shoes for 
all the jewellery in the Tar of London ; we re chummy 
with the foiiy-eyed Jetty-lory, wc are ! and we don’t 
care a dam <rhat «’appcn£ to our nicojydy s warmin’- 
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pan, hay! Ain't I got * veT-, messure ? Ain't yer 
shamed of yerself now, li*iy ? Ain’t 3 7 er sorry yer 
spoke ? P’raps yer a Jetty-tory like ole four-eyed 
Joner, and it ain’t safe for a gal like that pore Joanner# 
to know yer! Let ’er look out ! Go’ blymy ! if 

I didn’t know Mirandy was a--” 

She checked liersMf suddenly, and Hudson looked, 
at D’Aroy. The flatter looked both perplexed and 
annoyed. All the men were grinning, and Bill the?* 
quarter-master was nudging Beady on one side of 
him, and Sydney Boh*on the other. Then* after 
a short silence, if all expected Jenkins to 

continue her tirade, Dominick D’Aryy # said very 
quietly— * 

“ I suppose you are aware, Mrs. Jenkins, Viut i am 
Miss Jo/janna D’Arcy’s brother?#” Tliere wos a long 
silence. * ^ 

Mrs. Jenkins who was now somewhat cooler 
hesitated to address him, and Hudson, wiffrn shake 
of his head at Dominick, tur . d toward the poop. 
Mrs. Jenkins noticed this, ancf fired a {parting shot at 
the third mate. 

“ Yas, go away ! you ain't fit company for us 
decent married womdi Go and scrub ’er lydyship, 
inside and out ! Y< i;’?*' Another Jetiy-tory, that’s 
wliat fou are, and ij» I was tins nice \oung Hirish 
fiddler feller ’erg, I’d watch ft that I didn’t let yer 
know my sistevr-’’ 

That Fate should have put a scourge into this 
woman’s foul mouth was too „g*$tesque. Hudson 
turned swiftly round again, «md cried— 

“Hold your lying tongue, yoq—you stupid, evil- 
minded woman!—Lay aft, you men* and start the 
decks; scrutfbers and brooms cp the psop! ^There’s three 
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bells!—Aye, aye, sir, watch is laying aft, sir! And 
he went aft to the chief mete, who had come forward 
to the rail, and was wondering why his subordinate 
had left his mug of coffee to grow cold, standing in 
one of the empty buckets on the poop, with a slice 
of bread-and-butter as^ a cover to the mug—the 
steward’s method of retaining the heat in the coffee 
as long as possible. 

“ Then', when Mrs. JCnkins had followed Hudson’s 
retreat, she turned to speak to D’Arcy, but he had 
also disappeared ; disgustedly and silently he had gone 
below. And as none of the other ‘women seemed in¬ 
clined to talk, the Italian's wife proceeded to finish 
her toilet in silence; triumphantly drawing her comb 
through a"remarkably luxurious growth of hair, and 
tossing back h*r heed set on its ‘big white round 
"hOck—a neck which, if—in approaching its fortieth 
-XC'^ir—it .was more massy than it had been at twenty, 
was yet quite free from the wrinkles and creases of 
age. 



CHAPTER VIII 


HT^HE rising '■ajn s'mt his pale golden ra\^s on the 
.1 group of women at the nfain hatch ; on the men- 
in their bare legs paddling in th»* water on the poop ; 
oil polished brass of binnacle and capstan, standard 
'compass and cap of sheerpoje; on eac^i stream of 
[water running out of the lee ‘scupper-holes. They 
turned to unbleached yellow holland* the whita apron 
and cap <tf the German bale r, busy wiCh ba(an ,i *loaves 


in his little house witli open d+>or. #rhyv*<umed to 
showers of falling crystals and amethysts the j**ts fii 
spray under tlig b)\\s of the rjld sea queen, with her 
kilted Caledonian for ever drawing his c fay more on 
the playful porpcgse. They cn pt into the forecastle 
and glinted on pot and pannikin ; o® sliiijy india- 
rubber sea-boot, and oilskin ; making flftiek more 
brilliant than white, and white in the shadows ever}^ 
colour of reflected light. 

° 9 

1 hey shone through t^ie*saloon skylight, and upon 
the little canard ni ornament»il cage 4 and roused 
it to prolonged Jaursts oi shr?!l melody ; waking for 
good the Captain in his state room, and making the 
languid Eustace Palgrave turn over in his bunk. 
They stole through the little eii^cii-fcfr scuttfe^vin the 
’tween-decks, fore and aft, (Jisturbing many.a sleeper, 
making him there draw the blanket over his face, or 
enticing her here to rise for a breath morning air. 

The strengthening rays af sunlktht Jfead already 
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stirred more than one of the young women in the 
after ’tween-dccks, and two of the scuttles were now 
open. As they, one by one, arose they ascended to 
i the fore cabin to wash, and then descended again to 
finish their attiring. The hatchway door on the poop 
was locked iimtil six o’clock ; but few slept until that 
.hour, for the matron herself was an early riser. Hud¬ 
son coukl hear her voice in the fore cabin, almost the 
'-only voice, for of late tne general jubilation, of morning, 
the conversation, the banter, the laughter, the singing, 
common at first among the .young women, had daily 
grown less and less. But when he passed the venti¬ 
lator of the 'tween-deck he never failed at about this 
hour to hear that fervent rhythm of prayer and counter- 
prayer in the danguage of the Gael, that‘psalter of 
secluded-devotion, naver heaid Indore this voyage on 
*Yhe old Indiaman—rising, falling, heeling in sym¬ 
pathetic rhythm, lurching bravely’onward to perform 
her mission, unconscious of it. Yes; Hudson, when 
an able-bodied seaman, with his broom in hand, or, 
as this morning, third mate, condescending to assist 
the boatswain’s mate (so her as the poop deck was 
concerned) in hanging the running gear 011 the belaying- 
pins, or in an occasional cast of a bucket of water into 
a quarter boat to tighten,the planks—Hudson, as 
man or officer, had never failed to fu'ar that measured 
hum (d morning prayer. 

But, as he hastened the grumbling men at their deck¬ 
washing, helping them in their work, lie suddenly 
heard, for the Inst time for several mornings, that 
rich contralto voice of; Joanna D’Arcy—that voice 
which had almost thrown him into an ecstasy the 
night of the concert. She- was in the fore cabin, 
singing onev'f her native Irish airs, the most plaintive 
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of all the songs she knew. £he seemed to sing this 
morning as if crooning oyer something dead within 
her soul. Hudson could understand the silence of 
the other girls and the matron until she ceased. * 

Then he heaid the matron say— 

“ My ! what glum spirits ^you are in £his morning, 
Joanna ! I must g£t Dr. Jonah to prescribe for you.! 5 

The men wash mg decks around the fore cabin sky¬ 
light had lingered to hear the* singing, and they had - * 
heard the matron’s voice too. Hudsod hurried them 
along. Bill the quartermaster winked at Bea fly. and 
Horatio Beady winked at S} d$ey Bob ; $nd if Sydney 
Bob did not wink at Olsen, it etas because Olsen had 
one of his big ears down to the little latticed ventilator 
in the rOT)f of the skylight, and was winking himself 
at another man. . 

‘‘You yoost gome to de righd blace, Tvarl OLv d i 
you heer every clink ! 55 

Hudson walked away from the sk^hghf,’his breast 
in a turmoil, an&ry thoughts about everything and 
everybody tumbling over one another* in Jys mind. 
He stood on the rail yud looked into the weather 
quarter boat. 

“ Here ! you Olsen*. Stretch this lug sail across the 
de:k! It’s rotting vw^y* lor want of an airing I 
D-*your eye#' D^ye hear me, man t ” 

When Joanna # had answered the matron (who of 
late had spoken to her more kindly than formerly) ; 
“ It’s true for you, Matron, 1 feel sick of heart this 
morning ; but I want no docior. thank you H—why 
had his internal dissatisfaction with himself increased ? 
Why had her brother Dominick irrigated himself by 
his candid expression of. his hopes ai\d pkms ? And 
why Ktd tfcat woman in th^ marned^uarters now 
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made him—Patrick Hudson, adventurous seaman— 
fearful of straight thinking about certain things, and 
angered himself against his own feais ? He presently 
'set the boy to swab the. poop-deck (the men were now 
on the quarter-deck), and then approached the mate 
frith an inquiry whether, the Captain was up yet. 

• They were the first words lie liad freely spoken to 
Mr. Shackley that watch, it wys an uncommon 
"Inquiry from his subordinate, as the chief should 

have been the officer of the two alone interested in 
that ^vent of the morning '‘watch, Mr. Shackley 
replied shortly that the steward* had just been in¬ 
quiring if the Captain's bath tank had been filled, 
so he supposed the miefr had arisen. Then the 
chief'mate unlocked the dour of the fore cabin com¬ 


panion lflltch, * v md -ome of tin* young women soon 
nia.de their appearance. Hudson immediately left 
the poop Jo go forward on the pretext of superintending 
the washing down of the oihei deck, and Mr. Shackley, 
the unshaven, walked qn and d< >wn behind the hanging 
boat’s soil, t ►miniating on Ins suboiclinate’s growing 
importance 1 in the masta r's c* es. 

“ He's a smart seaman, but lie’s only got a second 
mate’s certificate, that's a comfort ! ” said the mate 


to himself. I’ll wager tlie £rst words Captain Jessup 

speaks will be, ' Where’s that sma/t tliird mate of 
* < 

mine ? 1 wan! to see that third mate of mine. Go 


and find that A 1 third mute of mffie! ’ Dam it! 


I don’t know ^vhat ships are-corning to, when third 
mates,get all thk pelting, and superior officers have 
to eat humble pie ! ” , 

Hudson had apparently found duties that still kept 


him forward, and when the matron came on deck she 

1 t i 

fouid the frhinfTnate walking the «deck alone. The 
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emigrant, girls were begintaing to parade the poop in 
all directions, complaining of the wet boat’s sail and 
pushing it aside ; so Mr. Shackley at length had to 
stop his perambulating. The matron accosted him* 
as he halted near her, with a morning greeting, and 
then she said— • * 

Ilut wh , '•* our n*‘\v tlmd mate this morning, 
Mr. Shackley. r " 

, The 'mate b,oked at her. polling out his bristly chin, 
and grinned sardonically at the “ Old Thicken.” 

“ So you’re another ->of ’em, an* you, Matron ? ” 
said he. 

“ Why, what do you mean, Mr. Shackley ? ” 

“ Want to see that smart third mate of ours, eh, 
Matron?* Well, lie isn't fai away; 'he's giving our 
respected and honourable l»ns‘n*s ntate, TVhu can't 
spell his own name, a helping hand with the forred 
deck. If you sta'hd here so that that sank does not 
obstruct your vision, you may be fortunate enough 
to catch one fond happy glimpse of the proge-rodgedy, 
or whatever his learned ]ugliness the tlfird^ mate calls 
himself! You’ll excuse a poor, humble sailor like me 
pointing out his majesty's present—er—-er—location, 
won’t you ? I hit hjs onerous duties prevent his mighti¬ 
ness from approaching jvsv nearer at present.” 

“ Oil ! ” said rfie m*flton tartly, and quite perplexed 
at Mr. Shackley’s sarcasm, ” the ship is becoming 
unbearable; k's all that Jiorrid Jonah of a Doctor 
I deckin' ! ” and she walked a\vay disgusted, 

Mr. Shackley scratched his chin, and leered sideways 
at .the man at the wheel, being close by, had 

probably heard all. The man smiled with a know- 
ledgable air ; the chief mate had never beeh so familiar 
as to leer ai any of the meij before;,. 'lift*. Shackley, 
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who was working up fo* an (T extra-master’s certificate, 
was an invincible stickler for the dignity of the after 
guard. But the man felt emboldened to say a few 
Vords, as the vessel was steady on her course and the 
breeze steady, fiesh, and fair. 

* kk Mr. Hudson is a smart officer, Mr. Shackley, sir ! 
Isn’t he, sir ? ” 

The chief mate left off rubbing the stubble under 
his chin, and opened 1 his eyes wide. He^eddenlv 
remembered that lie was Mr. Shackley, chief mate of 
the Young Pretnulcr , and matter-presumptive of a 
sister-ship ir the Name old company she belonged to. 
The open eyes half dosed again m a forbidding scowl. 

“ Stow vour gab, my lad ! 15 said the chief mate, 
moving away from bis post near the wheel. ' The man 
felt abashed ; In* was one of those who were beginning to 
grumble most, and he had a wound but partly healed 
on his right cheek-bone, the work of Patrick Hudson. 

kk Anyway, 111 lay my b-y bottom dollar our fust 

lootenant hates him like nizen ! he muttered under 

* X 

his heavy dark brown moustache. 

Mr. Shackley had taken but a few steps when he 
encountered Eustace Palgrave, whom a strong ray 
of’sunlight and the slink ^ong of the canary, and the 
early tramping of women s &*et, had driven from liis 
couch long before his habitual timed' 

Good morning, Shackley ! \\ here’s the Doctor 

this morning ? I can see nothing with that canvas 
tiling hanging % there ! He’s «usually up early on 
Sundajt' mornings, is he not ? ” 

“ So it-’s Mr. Sawbonty Jonah, R.N., with you, Mr. 
Palgrave ? ” ‘ , 

Mr. Palgfeve stared at the chief mate, and then 
dropped dowvi oh the skylight scut*.behind him. He 
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passed his thin long lingers through his heavy damp 
hair, and smiled good-naturedly. 

“ Now, do not be so cryptic, I pray you, Mr. Shack- 
ley ! Really, my constitution, after all the shocks* 
it has lately received, will imt bear it, 1 assure you ! 
And where’s our friend Mr. Hudson this morning? 1 ' 

“ Dash my best brass buttons, if I wasn’t expecting 
that ! ” said tjie chief mate. ‘ k I wish I had a framed 
photogiUjdi of his lordship tttat I could gi^c^ you.' 
It might lessen your grief at his alienee. 

“ You are soaring,* Slnckley ; youi intellectual 
pulse is elastic—i afing—as I>. fhster might put it. 
I cannot hope to measure Us abnorm d J>eat:-. The 
pulse is quickened as one ascends, die Dqetor says. 
And you *are evidently cultivating that mod subtle 
form of conversational art, the art u4 suggesting in¬ 
numerable questions. 1 appeal to Miss Bridget Slattery 
here, who is gracmTisly giving me sittings for a Cvbele 
in my study for Atys and Cybele. I appeal to her, 
whether any phufcogiaph canid compensate me for 
the absence of my model ? I'hofograplw, Mi Shack- 
ley, is an objectionable verisimilitudinuing of every 
natural fact except a necessaiy one to art ; photo¬ 
graphy is the—ah ! my dear Constance, the top of ftie 
morning to you ! as I presume Miss Slattery here would 
address*her compatriots in her native coupty of—er— 
(I always forget jthose Itish counties) in her land of 
potatoes, and rheumatism ; 4 md-” 

“Common sense! ” said the irritated mate, walking 
off with a nod to Miss Palgrave 

“ ’Deed ! ” said Biddy Slattery, bending .her head 
back slowly and proudly, I’ll not let you draw’ out 
my picture any more now. You can pairtt J o/j anna’s 
picture instead ! ”* 
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Constance Palgrave put* her arm around the girl 
and drew her down upon (he seat beside her brother 
and herself, and fell to praising her dark hair, her 
“ blue ” eyes, and the delicate flesh tints of her cheek. 

“ And he won't paint Jo/zanna ? ” whispered Bridget. 

Miss Palgrave kissed-'* the calm, regal face affec¬ 
tionately, and returned her whisper in her little brown 
^ear, “ He won’t paint Joanna. Biddy dear ! ” 

Bridget locked across the deck. Joanna!'D’A r ?y 
had appeared with Miranda Jenkins, and both were 
looking her way. 

Does he paint pictures on Sundays ? ” she whis¬ 
pered again-. 

“ He shall you this afternoon, 5 '' whispered. Miss Pal¬ 
grave. “ You" know the Captain has church in the 

* +>¥ « * • 
morning. . 5 

’Bridget smiled, and slowly nodded her head. She 
watched Doanna furtively. Both* Miranda Jenkins 
and Joanna D’Arcy were in conversation with the 
matron. - * 

“ Wlnit is r the matter with you now, Joanna?’* 
said the matron, “ You lorrk as savage as a tigress ! 
Everybody sevens to be bewitched on this ship. It 
must be that Jonah, I Del coitainj* 

“Let’s hive a half hour'up an’ down, Joanner,” 
said Miranda, “ and gif an nap J pylife* for the soft tack 
an’ train lioii, as mother calls it ; *como on ! (Over 
on that side 1 This wet sail is blockin’ the v r ay ’ere.) 
1 wish that TYlson feller would give* us a bit more to 
eat; another ses ’ow Vs starvin' of us all.” 

“ Oh \' what wicked li^s ! ” said the matron. 

The two girls walked away, and Miranda said to 
Joanna— ‘ • 

“ Lumm)?'j<jJinner, the Ole Chicken ain’t gone 
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on that there Tklson ; am't yer jellus, dear ? ’Ow 
does it feel like to be in love like ? Wy, I loves you 
more’n any man alive ; I can’t nunderstan’ ’ow eny 
man can git fond of a gal in petticoats nyther. 1 wish* 
the Capting ’d let us dance with each other on Sundv 
afternoons, when they comes up ’ere ; .that’s vlvt 
I like, Joanner. The men could ’ave one side to 
theirselves, and \\v could hue the bother, hav ? 
1 loves ilawrcin’ with another ^ah don't you ?*” 

“ Oh ! is it making game of me yo\f are, Miranda 
dear—like—like everybody ? Oh ! don't talk* let us 
go up and down th<* deck faster. I wish I could run 
away from the ship ! 

“And you were a-singm' this morning like a lark 
on a sod *of grass in a <wg< , him falh'T used to hive 
’aiigin’ out of 'is* winder in *A< ’;ney,| said*Miranda, 
perplexed in her turn at Joanna’s sudden melanchf ?/. 
Then she whispered. Ain't yer seen 'Udson this 
morning ? Wot's the matter ? ” 

“Oh! please (Isn't,” murmured Joanna. “Ach! 
it isn’t that ; yon don't understand. Ringing ! 


indeed 1 was; is jior d h uit —it’s turn, for\eu, dear! 


Do vou believe in the evil eve, Miranda ? 

“ Do you mean tha‘t Dr. Joner feller, what shoVes 
liis gold specs into ;JJ our bunks every mornin’, 
sniffin'* with his nose hke a mangy dawg at a bit o’ 
butcher's meat on a stalk lu>*? ” 

“ Oh,. no, no ! Never mind, walk faster ; don't 
look at Kiddy over there. Come on ! ” 

“ Miss Palgryve ’asn't spoke to us this mornin', 
’as she ? I ain't ’cid ’er, Joanner. ’As Biddy been 
fellin’ lies about yer ? ” • 

“ No, no, not that. Walk faster ; come on! " 

“Oil, y&’s the Capting, #look !• there’s ole 
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Shackley runnin’ to get«:n ’Is fust ‘ ’Ow-d’y-do,’ sir! as 
usually.” * 

The chief mate, with chin projected, was hanging 
‘on the words as they fell from' the mouth of the master. 
Despite the fair easterly nature of the south-east trade 
\£md f (which, if it held,*would carry the Young Pre¬ 
tender quickly over a considerable arc of the great 
circle the master was sailing her onX, Captain Jessup’s 
humour was growing visibly worse day by "day. .As 
already related, his quarrel with the Doctor had been 
a constant source of depres^idn to all in the saloon 
except Miss Palgrayey and the " advent of Patrick 
Hudson hac? but slightly alleviated it. But the last 
few days, a complaint—which, the tropics always 
brought with them to add to the master’s tribulations, 
and to stVain Ms terdper ament id patience—had mani¬ 
fested itself in more than ordinary and former viru¬ 
lence. It ^usually disappeared as'the weather grew 
cooler, and needed no medicine but abstinence from 
stimulants, tea, and coffee, and the like ; but the 
master’sr reluctance to consult the man he had quar¬ 
relled with, and his self-erected barrier to the surgeon’s 
professional sympathy, apparently aggravated the 
temporary indisposition, i It, at least, did not improve 
his temper. 

Captain Jessup received thc^mording report with 
short snatches of disapproval. The ship could lay 
half a point to windward ok her course,* and the trades 
would surely draw ahead in a day or tw T o ; and when 
he looked at Ills compass fixed under the poop deck in 
his state room while he **as dressing he saw that the 
ship was a quartevof a point to lccwvard. He would 
have the ship kept on her Course (he said), and not 
run off to lec^ar^i like that! Then he had had to wait 
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two minutes for his bat! ; he .would have his bath 
tank filled at two bells (fi \*Je o clock) in future, instead 
of at three bells. He knew the pump was rigged early 
enough, for he heard it working half an hour before 
he got out of bed. How was it his bath was not filled 
before ? And who hung up that boat’s sail right 
across the poop ? »In everybody’s way f 

The chief mate reflected how he might put the 
blame*on the third mate; b*it he remembered that 
Hudson had sent the boy to the pump half aTti hour 
before the usual time*ajid he, Mr. Shackley, htid been 
walking the poop ajl that time the wash-deck tub had 
been filling. And his presence there tacitly sanctioned 
that of the sail. Presently the mastet asked who 
had the pump rigged so early ; and in tilt* prevailing 
spirit of his contrariety, complained th;$ # the noise 
had awakened him, and he would have none of that 
in future ! His hath should be filled when the steward 
required it. Mi. Shackley grasped at hi * chance. 

“ Why, that was Mr. Hiuhon’s doing,” said the 
mate ; “ and I thought you nad told him to dry that 
lug sail.” * * 

“ Ah ! lie’s no sloven ! ” cried the Captain, veering 
iountt again. “Aye*! he wouldn’t let my boat ^ails 
rot, not he ! Where’s nr. third mate, eh ? He’s the 
smartest officer I’ve ever had under me. Where's 
Mr. Hudson this morning ? Where's th^third mate ? ” 
“ Forced, sir.” 

“Forced, eh? I won’t have any officer-of mine 
working like one of the hands ; didiT't I t#ll you that 
before, Mr. Shackley ? He’s to keep his watch like 
an officer, and attend to stores, I s^y ! He’s got the 
best head for stores 1 have ever stsen on,a third mate’s 

shoulders# I'll .have him aft, wl#?A yards and sails 

* 
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are all trimmed arid proper^ Go and fetch the third 
mate ! No ! don’t blow t^at whistle of yours as if 
he were one of the men. Go and tell him yourself 
tjiat the Captain has sent fo t r him. Mr. Hudson is 
a smart officer and a good seaman ! Say Captain 
Jessup requires his attendance on the poop.” 

Mr.*' Shackley found the'third mate right out on the 
bowsprit, shaking the fore-topmast stay with both 
hands, while a man inboard was preparing a tackle 
to set \Ip the lanyard of the stay. ^ 

ft Anybody would think yop c were wanting to get 
as far away from the poop as possibly this morning,” 
said the mate. ” That stay is all right. Put away 
that tackle, my lad ! ” (to the able seaman) ; 1 go 
and lepd a hand to squcegec-down the main deck ! 
You’re more use then; ! ” There was a wolfish snarl 
in the chief mate’s voice. 

” The stay’s a bit slack, I think,. Mr. Shackley,” 
said Hudson* surprised. 

” Come in out of that ! ” said the mate. " There’s 

if 

Captain Jessup wanting*his own 4 blue-eyed darling 
boy,’ like 7 the gal in the song. Hurry aft with you ! 
he's counting the seconds on his best chronometer.” 

” Anything wrong, Mr. Shackley ? 

The mate was incapable' of making a reply ; he 
turned away, biting his nether lip, ai^l rubbing his 
bristly chin. r ' * 

When Patrick Hudson reached the poop on the lee 
side he saw the master standing right aft at the taff- 
rail ; and between him and the advancing third mate 
were gathered in several small groups some score of 
the young womeiv The matron wished him “ Good 
morning ! ” pleasantly as he. approached. Hudson 
replied to the *Gld Chicken’s” greeting*, with an 
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excess of politeness, raikng his cap—an action he 
usually reserved for M^s Palgrave. He merely 
touched its peak for the rest. By the side of the 
matron now stood Bridget Slattery, who was alsq 
smiling at hint. She had said ,f Good morning ! ” 
like the matron, and it seemed to others there th^it 
Hudson’s smile, a«d response, and sanitation‘'with 
his cap, were comprehensive of her presence as well 
as of .the matron’s. Biddy ^turned her blpe-green 
eyes (tnosc eyes that Could quickly turn to 'almost 
a deep emerald shot vrijh* azure, in the mornihg sun¬ 
light), turned them % quickly in the direction of Joanna 
D’Arcy, now walking up and down behind the boat’s 
sail with Miranda, on the other skle of the deck. 
Joanna was immediately looking in her direction. 
She saw Hudsonjs plet^ant smijc as he pg^sed along 
and disappeared. Then Bridget flattery laughed 
one long laugh of victorious delight, infecting the 
matron herself, who relaxed her thin lips into quite 
a perceptible simper. 

" Gracious me, Biddy ! ' what changeable girls 
some of you are. I could hardly get a" word from 
you down below this morning, you were so glum. 
He-hNhe ! what are you ^lughing a< ? He-he«hc ! 
Do stop, please ! ’ 

There was q, note in the Keny girl’s strange and 
unexpected merriment that woke a dfffecent chord 
in some dark recess of Hudson’s soul ; and he passed 
on wondering and slightly peiturbed. He had not 
looked toward Joanna ; but hb felt that si* 1 had been 
looking intently at him. The events of the preceding 
night, a few hours ago, were pictured vividly in his 
imagination. And he had indeetf wished to get that 
morning a# far ^way from t[ie pooJ» ^possible. Mr. 



?8 2 “ACT^Of'GOD” 

Shackley’s words Ld, like^ fluky stroke in a game 
of billiards, made a surprising cannon ; and perhaps, 
if Mr. Shackley had only been aware of his cannon, 
no tyro at billiards would have shown so much satis¬ 
faction at his stroke as Mr. Shackley at his. The 
chief mate had played off the Captain for a pocket, 
and Tihd inadvertently struck Jdanna, as it were. 
Hudson was quite certain that the reason he unshed 
to avoigl the poop (at<least until the breakfast bell 
had cleared it *of Captain, passengers, and emigrants) 
was fof Joanna’s sake, and nothing more. And he 
had meditated had he not ?—a vi^it to the Captain’s 
state room after bretikfast, on business of a very 
personal nature ; for it related to his reinstatement 
in the^forecastk; as an able-bodied seaman, ahd a sug¬ 
gestion that th^ boatswain, who wus an intelligent 
maxi, should be promoted to the position. 

And the reason for the Captain’s »consent was that 
he, the third inate, was creating general dissatisfaction 
among emigrants and crew : but the Reason for himself 
—the motive of his actioL—was it not Joanna ? But 
would bisection, like another fluke in a doubtful 
beginning of billiards, would his ball hit something 
else*—somebody else ? Perhaps he had better—— ? 

He faced the Captain, and pouched his cap, nautical 
wise. 

The master began t6 question Ipmself why he 
"wanted the third mate, except to talk to him, and 
for the sake of it ; but after a few words about the 
bath, and 'a request th,y he would always in future 
see the Jump rigged early he had done that morning, 
he fell back on kis favourite theme of late, namely 
the saving of.stores'and the scarcity of water, as the 
passage had aijffftdjy been % an unusually long- one. 
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Hudson answered th^ Captain with an effort; 
he was turning over the| other matter in his mind, 
and he was longing to broach it. Presently the matron 
began to call the young women below ; for the Hire?, 
married men who acted as porters to the single women 
were carrying loaves of bread, and pai # ls of tea 
coffee, toward the Scuttle in the passage on the^main 
deck leading.to tjie fore cabin. 

Standing as he was, facing forward, Hudson caught 
a glimpse of Joanna at the doorwa> # of tha hatch ; 
she had turned her fcaae 'toward him, pale and sad ; 
yet there was a'weak attempt to smile ^it him on her 
lips. The Captain’s back was toward him, and Biddy 
Slattery had gone below first. Bift Hudson looked 
blankly,"either, it seemed, right at liej* or else at Miss 
Palgrave, who had taken up sa position .by herself 
near the mizen shrouds, toying with "a rope above 
her head. Her brother had gone below again, saying 
that Mr. Shackley’s chin had remindeef him that he 
himself had forgotten to shave that morning, a sin 
of omission which his sisteP said was #ne o % f the few 
deadly ones which she never could forgive'a man. 

Hudson consequently did not return Joanna’s 

weak smile. She w'as in »cril ; he must save* her 

* 

frpm her enemy—liinjself. He was conscious of 
her glance ; •out 1 ^ ignored it. Something within 
his soul dulled any attempt at reflection. Joanna 
descended the ladder, l}pr long red hair wind-blown 
about her neck ; li^r strange, beautiful eyes, with 
their concentric rings of grt^J and brown "and amber, 
misty with sudden moistui$. A lump of unexplainable 
self-pity made her throat feel sor«, and she vainly 
tried to swallow it. In a swift morning hour she had 
become dfte ot the self-tortured'lett/ones of love; 
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and the weight of a self-crewed foreboding bore down, 
unopposed t now, her patfionate spirit. She dis¬ 
appeared ; and Hudson's eyes roamed from the vacant 
doorway to Miss Palgrave, and from Miss Palgrave 
back to the doorway, and from the doorway to the 
Certain. Surely Joanna^had been in peril? From 
whonr? Not from himself—Patrick Hudson ? 

“ Why, yes ! there must have been great ex¬ 
travagance in dealing orit the stores when that ST>my;- 
ville was third mate/’ the master was saying. 

“ Oh i there will be enovgh for another three 
months easily^ sir/’said Hudson. „ 1 

(Lo\e is no* full of pity, as men say, 

But deaf and cruel where he n cans to prey. fc 

Yes, that ,was the motto on the title-page of that 
absurd book tnat Miss Palgrave had lent him !) 

" Aye ! if we reach port in three 'months we sliall 
do well enough, Mr. Hudson ; but I was never ship¬ 
mates with a Jonah before, were yoy ? What about 
the water, with that makeshift for a condenser they 
put aboard of us in London ? , I don't w T ant to shape 
a course for Cape Tow-n. I ahvays go as far south 
as I can at this time of the ycar.’ : 

“ It will give us all a pint {ind a half a day/' said 
Hudson. % 

" It won't Surprise me* if the engine gives out en¬ 
tirely before long," said the rpastcr. “ Qh, my back ! 
D—n that Jonah ! We should begetting over a gallon 
-per man, according to t^c makers, and easy pressure 
on the donkey 1 I want t$ run the easting dowrn in 
fifty ! We'll lose «a month of Sundays if we have to 
call at Cape Town ! v 

The master Ingjy^d across to the dog-vant fixed in 
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the rail, and Hudson followed* The poop-deck was 
deserted by all but Mr. JShackley at the break on 
the lee side, and Miss Palgrave at the weather mizen 
rigging. Presently tho steward came aft with th*j 
saloon breakfast, and, going below, rang the bell. 

Mr. Shackley turned and looked toward the Captain, 
and the latter mtfde a step toward the com}Janion. 
Hudson felt ,that # he must speak his thoughts now, or 
he^might have to wait until arfter breakfast, £ind then 
perhaps his resolution would be gone.* \ 

“ Captain Jessup, *sir f One moment, please ! I 
have a favour t# ask you.” . m 

"Well, Mr. Hudson, what*is it? Speak out ! ” 
said the Captain, turning round, piftting his hand to 
his back? and swearing under his breath. 

" That you will rate me as atjje seaman again, 
sir ! ” * 

The master Qpfcned his keen eyes wade, and wrinkled 
up his tanned forehead in surprise. • 

" Why, what in the name of Napoleon Bonaparte, 
first cousin to the devil liCmself, do ^ r ou want that 
for ? Ain't you satisfied—what ? AirPt you my 
third mate—better fed and paid than any able sea¬ 
man ; with a berth r in the saloon all to yourself • and 
you never need to put »your hand into a tar bucket, 
or to handle#a spi^ ? What in thunder has come 
over you now* eh ? , Oh ! my back*! *D—n that 
Jonah,! ” . , ’ 

" I am afraid—wgll—I think, sir—I mean> I don’ 
think, sir—you see, sir—I—4-” 

" Now, don't aggrava^ me, Mr. Hudson. I feel 
cross as an anchor-stock this morning ; and if it’s some 
fad or another, you can talk to Vie about it another 
time. BTit don’t you think I’m gdSng to let you go 
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forr’d again, because* I'm^not; rest easy on that 
point! ” V 

“You won't let the boatswain take my place, 
stir ? ” 

“ I won’t let anybody,” said the master. “ I'll 
hcyye you third mate, as. you’re on the articles as 
such ^so that’s all about it ! ” 

Hudson was trying hard to think of a specious 
reason why he should be granted his request ; but, 
for his ^ery life, he could not. However, he walked 
a little way with the Captain# toward the companion, 
and ventured, to allude ,fo the dissatisfaction among 
the emigrants as to the quantity of provisions and 
water they were' receiving ; but the master sealed 
his lips immediately by replying that he, and he alone 
—the Captain of the <Young Pretender —was the only 
man that needed satisfaction, and his third mate gave 
him that, and there was an end to the discussion ! 

Then Hudson -clutched at a straw, feeling himself 
dragged down into the depths by a,treacherous will, 
and said that the noise Oi the emigrants in the fore 
cabin next dfis berth prevented him from sleeping in 
his watch below. The Captain permitted an approach 
to a^laugh, while he straightened his back, his hands 
on his hips, and said— ’ 

” Is that all ? Well! shift yqur kit * 4 nto the berth 
next the chief mate's. Clear put all «*hose sails, and 
put them into yours, and tpll the steward to make 
it tidy * then you’ll have your sleep easy enough. 
Why couldn’t you tell ^ie that before ? Come on, 
Mr. Sha’ckley ! Breakfast t is waiting 1 Hulloa ! Hi! 
Mr. Shackley ! Breakfast! That Jonah won’t have 
left us a crumb by 'tills time. . Now, Miss Palgrave ! 
Hi, Miss PalgfavJ; / Have,,you no appetite tins morn- 
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mg ? ” (He threw his voicc| toward the open skylight.) 
“ Somebody’s slaying hisj thousands like, Samson; 
I can hear his jawbone going like the crank of the 
main pump/' (The cabin biscuit was already the-> 
home of the weevil, and the Captain’s jest was a stand¬ 
ing one at sea.) .. 

Hudson walked aft again, but Miss Palgrafb 'did 
not follow the master and his chief mate down to 

i i 

the saloon. She remained ajt the mizen shrouds, 
leaning back against the pin-rail and* playii^g with 
the bight of a rope tjirtt -hung down from the fair- 
leads above her # hc^id. Hudson looked at the slim 
delicate throat, and small pink ears, and pointed 
chin ; and looking he longed to hearTier speak a few 
words, na matter how commonplace they might 
be; and he thought the mor<e commonplace the 
better just now. She stood there, not Tor a second 
looking his way^ swinging the bight of rope, throwing 
it from her and catching it again, as it >she had de¬ 
termined to forgq breakfast altogether. It was like 
looking at sunlight playing \,n the surface of a pool 
after a dream of volcanic fire. 


He stood at the binnacle waiting for her to turn 
her h*ead. The man*at the, wheel, he with the «un- 
healed wound on Ifis cheek, presently said— 

“ I can’t qu^e see the compass, sir; if you please, 
Mr. Hudson, sir 1 ” _ 

Hudson moved aside; he had inadvertently stood 
in front of the binnacle ; but the man’s e^essive 
civility made him smile somewhat grimly* Then he 
caught sight of Constance Palgrave’s eyes glancing 
for a moment in his direction. He smiled again, 
or rather prolonged his previous srfcile into one a little 
less grim.# The?} he thougjit he's£w*a reciprocal 
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smile on the lips of the wpan ; and he walked for¬ 
ward as if ,to pass her. Btp as he drew near— 

“ Well, Paddy dear, and did ye hear the news that’s 
*goin’ round ? 

The voice was so soft that had he not been so near 
ha had not heard it at alb It was a direct invitation, 
and tTfe accepted it. (To be sure ! Sunlight on the 
surface of a little shallow pool; what else ?) 

“ What news, Mis? Palgrave ? As ‘ distiessful ’ 
as tha c : of the song which you have learned of 
late ? ” ■ * . 

“ Distressful ? You poor melancholy people, all 
of you. Come over here behind this mast ! I wait 
to talk to you. (Yes, steward, I know ; I shall 
have some coffee in my state room, later 1 'on. Tell 
the Captain T am not coming to table this 
moaning.) ” 

The steward, who had put his head up the com¬ 
panion, disappeared, and they heard the Captain 
below, at table, shouting his nam* . The mast and 
the suspended boat’s sit 1, and the big ventilator of 
the lower hold, and the coilb o f ropes on their belaying- 
pins around the mast—all effectually hid the two 
frofn the gaze of the helmsmah. The quarter-deck 
below seemed quite deserted. Miss Palgrave con¬ 
tinued— 

“ Now teh 7 me, ™hy are you looking so distressed, 
you silly r man? Is Joanna not kind To you? Did 
cjw kee p her word ? How absurd ! And I have 
been envying her all night S ” 

These \yere not the commonplaces that Hudson 
had been prepared for, and he began to feel like a peni¬ 
tent before r a strChge confessor who found excuses 
for faults inSte^d of cof damnation.- The singularity 
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of this woman's freedom attracted all the adventurous 
nature that had made hiifi a careless, almost a con¬ 
scienceless, reamer of earth and ocean. Yet he felt, 
in he** presence, rather ►as a fool than as a sinner. J 
The time had passed when he could treat her playful 
insincerities with the quiet, irony he ogee felt ‘hey 
demanded. She pftt her hands behind her’ back, 
and pouted her lips, and half closed her eyes. 

“jOh ! what a perfectly artless, uninteresting crea¬ 
ture you are ! " she said. ' \ 

%t What has art to* do* for men like me ? " said 
Hudson, with bwt a dim comprehension of his own 
meaning or of hers. The feeling was growing strong 
within his breast to take this woman in hE arms 
and tell h£r all. The fear of a chance pair of eyes— 
such as those J’enkinine ones-"~soinywhere on the 
main deck, which commanded this spot on the poop, 
alone checked hum* She seemed to divine the thoughts 
in his mind, and gently shook her head. 

“ Not now,” shy said. 

You said ? ” he inquired^ ^ 

“ Not now. Tell me about last night, do ! Ah, 
I can guess how you longed, and longed. It is the 
way with men. Eustace has had his little affairs, 
in Paris, you know. Hqw dejected he used to be¬ 
come \Vhen his^first love deceived him, and she went 
to the poet Pensage. ? Yon hau* nev^r heard of 
Pens age, the ppet of the iyew school, have you ? ” 

“ No. Oh, yes ! slightly, that is—you-l^Jiwrjc;?* 
but I am not dejected, Miss— 

“ Sh ! say Constance , sojjly ; do ! You may ch 
it here ; nobody can hear ! ” * 

“ Constance ! ” The name was *nore ‘'sighed than 
whispered. * Yes, Jie was a gr#at foof U 
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“ Say it again, s&ftly !v Like Pudibert in Salo¬ 
mon Lascivonde’s M of cite.'X 

“ Constance ! It is a beautiful name ; it means 

tonstantia , faithful and firm in all tilings ; it means- 

What an amusing English book you gave me to read 
ye&ferday ! ” , 

“ Bosh ! my dear Paddy ; nd sentiment, please, 
or I shall not love you—but you may tell me what 
Joanna .means, if you like.” 

I rtf illy dofi’t know ; what does it ? ” He affected 
an affectation of ignorance, * • 

It is feminine for John, an'Lyov. ought to know 
what John means ; it'is something Hebrew, is it not ? 
something Jewish, and Biblical, and pious , I am sure. 
So that book about kissing amused you ? "i thought 
it would ; k is delightfully serious.” 

She laughed, and Hudson noted every sound white 
little tooth between her thin red upper lip and the 
softer round<?a lower one. 

“ The name John means c the gracious gift of-* ” 

“ Yes, yes,,. I knew J was something like that. 
But you and I—Paddy!—licve fine Roman classic 
names. But won’t you tell me about the reluctant 
Joanna ? She looked as sad as yourself this morn¬ 
ing ! Yet, when I was waking, 1 thought I heard 
her singing somewhere below—or on deck—one of 
those lugubrious Bangs—cnopgh to^give my canary 
a colic, 1 declare ! ” * 

you want me to fell you, you strange, 
delightful 'woman ? Shall I tell you how I—how 
she, I mean—no ! how—9I1, ask me no more, I beg 
of you ! I cannot bear to hear you mention her name ; 
I cannot explain myself, but please talk about anything 
else.” 
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Miss Palgrave brought } or hands together in front 
again, and for a moment pouched both his* shoulders, 
looking at him with half-closed longing eyes. Then 
she put her hands behind her head, in her favourite* 
conversational posture, and sighed affectedly. Hud¬ 
son had never seen Madame Rejane, at # that time-at 
the .mounting of ii<?r career in Paris ; but MiSs Pal- 
grave had sat in the stalls of the Vaudeville, at the 
Ambiga, at the ephemeral Grand Theatre, dozens 
of times with her brother, and as nianjr without him, 
in the company of liar choice. She had laughed at 
the equivocal and witty raillery, at k the brilliant 
spontaneity of the incomparable Reju ; and in laugh¬ 
ing, applauding, cheek by jowl with the great Sarcey 
himself, she had done what all men and women do 
in major, or in ever so minor, part; shf had made that 
which she had gazed upon and felt, and loved, in¬ 
destructible chojxfe in the harp of her own life. She 
was not consciously an actress, in any proper sense 
of thi 1 word, for sl*e had never needed to be other than 
hers'lf to all men; her art .iciality wa$ of her very 
essence ; but as there may be men ” born only to 
suck out the poison of books, as Ben Jonson says, 
so there are women who seem born only to suck but 
all the original sin of imaginative dramatic creation, 
and mfike it tbnir own,; and in the making, transform 
it, until it almost appery a part of^persoAil virtue. 

She y' as speaking, rather murmuring s*oftly his 

own name. Ah ! wljat barriers here, Jo . 

eager spirit ? What Name *to hurl him 'back into 
the gloom of questioning^arkness ? What ‘sancti¬ 
fication of action, as fleeting as the drought that ac¬ 
companied it ? This vivacious, joyous, fickle woman ; 

merry, wlfcn sha chose, as»a sunn# shallow brook 

/ • 



5Q2 ^ACT}OF GOD” 

leaping over its whitAie/d Nibbles; languorous awhile 
as a child that has played a}l a summer’s morning, and 

would rest a space of afternoon ; this- 

“ Paddy, tell me all ! And you knocked as I told 
you ? Ah, you rogue, you deceiver, she answered 
yo^ You know she dick! ” 

She did not know, and he felt it % ; 'but her questions 
sent the prayers of his dark hour, into a limbo of 
eternal ^absurdit} 7 . In''one swift moment lie* fojind 
himself daughihg at the memory of the only memor¬ 
able renunciation in his lihVthe only action in which 
he had takei^v an undoubting bottom step on to the 
innumerable rungs oi the ladder that lead upward 
to the perfecting of soul. Well, the knot had been 
in a ‘fair way to be tied ; and with the wliite clouds 
drifting paM, Uie sim mounting in'its glory of pro¬ 
gression toward the meridian, the vessel cutting its 
way faster and faster through sparkling sapphire 
and tumbling'snow, he congratulate^ himself on his 
escape from the tow-line, from what was now past. 
Of course itwas past ! Joanna had been towing him 
into a whirlpool, and she would have been the first to 
enter it ! What fools moonlight and music made 
men and women. “ No sentiment, please! ” and 
here was this grown-up cfiiid of the world bidding 
him take and eat of the fruit w^tjiin his* reach without 
one silly .^lf ^appraising thought of the willing owner’s 
risk ! Well, Dominick D’Arcy was knocking at the 
gt/ieJ ’’: 5 ool’s paradise—-tlyit was his concern! 

This woman was not for*iiim any more than his sister 
was for Patrick Hudson^his friend, more than the 
brother ever coiiid t know ! 

“ I shall tell nothing. * I only want to talk to 

y 0U - 1 
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“ Say Constance , say ‘ You little devil,’ like the 
French,” and she pouted a^ain. 

“ You sweet little devil! ” (Her lips were very 
close to his!) # * 

“ Say Constance, I command you, Paddy, dear fool! 
and don’t be serious ! The only serious thing in this 
world, Eustace safys, is art . Say Constancy, say, 
‘ Constance, you jjweet little devilish artist! 5 ” 



have heard you say tu<jh nice things down there in 
the hold, and y~u won’t say them up here on deck. 
I shall have to listen at the ventilator this morning, 
when you go down there for some casks* of beef and 
things'.” * 

“ Yes ; but eftsks don't roll* against one’s shins 

every day, you little darling devilish-Dominick 

says that in Ir^lTind the people say of good people 
that they are 1 devilish ’ good.” * 

“ I know! J oanna told me. I like the word— 


but-” 

Her voice sank to c soft whisper agaih, and she, 
for the first time, cast down her eyes to the deck, 
and her cheek grew scarlet for one swift instant. *She 


hesitated. 

“Say whatd” ^ 

“Say what the boajswaiiii'ssail pne nighty 
when y.ou we r e pulling en the ropes and Singing in 
the wand and rain.. I heard him sav * 

I was in the saloon, and all the men laughed, and you 
did yourself—I heard yu^i # ! Eustace was up here, 
and came down much amused, but he w^ould not toll 
me all. I want to renew the sensation, Taddy ! ” 


A (iiafihaJta an tin i tic ? le fcab uat& (Garlic). 
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“ Oh, about some \Vomen on the main deck washing 
clothes—was that it, ydu Jittle heap of indulgence ? 
Why, I should be shocked if I thought you really 
neard all of it! Dominick D’Arcy said the man should 
wear a padlock on his mouth! ” 

*iph! lifp is so full, of variety, Paddy. Why 
shoulcflie not exhibit his antipathy-to us little hand¬ 
fuls of clay ? He calls us 4 spare ribs.’ ( Never mind 
that sentimental Irishman, with his improvements of 
Gounod-and Mozart. Oil, dear ! go on, Paddy ! ” 

“ No, I protest, I will not.- I am not so devilishly 
good as that#Constance*! ” * * 

u Bah! You disappointing sailor! That boat¬ 
swain’s mqte at Toast comprehends the value of sug¬ 
gestion, which I told you (the first morning *you spoke 
to me) is r the seal basis of mystery. Why, Paddy, 
you-are not bad ; you are quite wholesomely common¬ 
place, and I really believe you are * pious. Those 
devilish Irish' people have quite spoiled you ! ” 

“ The first time you spoke to m& was at the East 
India Docks, /lo you no ( remember ? You gave me 
a shilling-piece for carrying your luggage aboard.” 

“ Yes ; and I saw you no more until we reached 
Plymouth ; but I heard you sinking as you pulled 
at the ropes above my heac^in that terrible storm in 
the English Channel. I thought you were "quite 
dj/ferent frorfo whaY you really v are.” «. 

“ Ah, Constance, you wilhnever know, what I really 


I 11 

' «. i* Vji i\ . 

“Pooh!' my dear Paddy, you’re just a man, and 
I think I .understand njep. I am not an ingenue 
from the south‘of Ireland to tire a man with her 
blessings and praters. But- I hear the Captain’s 

voice in the ’ companion* -muve away! I shall see 

* \ 
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you again—in the saloon- -afte. your breakfast with 
the second mate. Go farther away, still 

“ And yours ? ” 

“ I’m as hungry as q, shark. My hunger is a conf- 
pliment to you, Paddy dear ! I shall have mine in 
my state room. You and the Doctor can come in 
when I have done.* (Sh ! The Captain and the* mate I) 
And shall we have steady winds now, Mr. Shackley ? 
And will church be at ten o’clock this morning, or at 
eleven, Captain ? I like so much to hear fon read 
that big Bible of youis, especially Deuteronomy, 
verse and verse about with Mr. Shackley.” 

“ I had an army chaplain for a passenger once,”' 
said Captain Jessup, “ and he gave me fi few lessons. 
Ten o’efbek on the quarter-deck, 4 miss — church, 
when the cold weather comes, will be iu .the saloon 
again—but you have had no breakfast*! ” 

“ I shall ask the steward for some coffee and take 
it in my state room ; so strange that 1 should have 
a poor appetite Jthis morning ! Mr. Parrish and Mr. 
Hudson will be at the sale m table now, so I should 
have to wait. Ah, hpre’s the Doctor/ 'Going your 
rounds, Doctor ? Come and have a chat afterwards, 
before church.” 

Hudson had joined tne second mate below, and 
they ’both were nearly finished breakfast wTicn Miss 
Palgrave dosceudecf to th? s ^vt£^nx)i|i, .whi ch she 
sh.ircd^ with her brother—the •large room with settees 
and square windows communicating with 
The door of this state room w5.s wide bpeirand hooked 
back, and Hudson at the after end of the saloon table 
was conversing with the artist, who was reclining on 
one of his state-room settees. % The *second mate 
pivf^ned^talking to the coloured steward about ships 
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they had respectively sailed in. Mr. Parrish had 
a good-humoured toleration for anything he did not 
understand, and that included most things outside 
fthe boundaries of navigation seamanship, and the 
wages to be earned at various occupations afloat and 
ashore. His envy of other men was bounded by 
his profession'. The steward was receiving ten shillings 
less per month than Mr. Parrish, and a pound a month 
more than Hudson as third mate. The rate of .wages 
was the factor that coloured the second mate's opinion 
of the dignity of any walk indiCo* and kept his jealousy 
of Hudson from inteiferjng with his, digestion. The 
steward was Mr. Parrish's inferior (and Hudson’s 
superior). When* lie heard Mr. Palgrave say that 
a picture by a French painter, no bigger thanu division 
of the “ fichile ” on t*he cabin table,,was sold for ten 
, thousand francs, and only took a week to paint, and 
that Mr. Palgrave could paint a picture as large as 
that in a day*-if he liked, the saloon passenger’s im¬ 
portance in the scheme of things which governed the 
second mate’s ideas, gf :w admittedly vast. Mr. 
Palgrave s iiinerited fortune seemed nothing to what 
he could earn by his art—his “ profession.” 

“Weii ; you do astonish me,* Mr. Paulgrave,' sir! 
I never thought as how* you could earn all that money 
if you liked, which in cours you haven’jt any need to, 
it ain't likeku But you could' if you wanted to, 
couldn’t re, steward ?' My^ word ! we ain’t much 
after that, eh, sto’od ? Why. the ole man, and 
Jonah neither,"ain’t getting half of that m twelve 
calendar months. You won’t knock out that at 
your colonial eating-house* sto’od, if you work a 
month of Sundays, ^vitli them sixpenny dinners you’re 
talking about/’ 
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“ No, sah ! Mr. Pal-gray’s gfay gcnnelman; I’se 
ahlways noah it true.” Jl 

“ And Mr. Hudson he/e, ho knows extryordin’ry^ 
knollige for a feller v^hat’s been afore the mast? 
but what’s the use of it, sto’od ? what’s the use of it ? 
He can’t turn it into money, like you can your knollige 
of sto’oding and choking, and Mr. Paulgrave’s /, icture- 
painting, what ? ” * 

Air. Palgrave silently laughed—an inward laugh ; 
Miss Palgrave, sipping'her hot coffee*and rriunching 
-her biscuit and butter, smiled; and Mr. Parrish, 
the second mate giinned. 

“ What I think about Mi. Hudson,” said the second 
mate, well pleased with himself, speaking to Miss 
Palgrave {almost for the fuM time, below or on deck, 
during the passage), ’‘what I t<*ink # is this liere. A 
feller like him, with a head on him for figures, and 
books, and a good seaman too—we all know that— 
ought to have been master of a fine shg by this time. 
How old are yc^n—turned thirty, Hudson—what ? 
You can give me live years. T ’m only iive-and-twenty; 
but I’ll lay I have a .ship in that time,-if ‘‘she’s no 
bigger than an old copra schooner trading to the 
Islands.” * T 

(Mr. Parrish turned to the steward again.) “But 
what i thinks about Mr. ^Hudson, sto’od, is this here ; 
he’s too fickle-minded and ?rev ,w^Ui tliif gals, t hat’s 
what it is. A man wlfat Jias ifeverbefcn second mate 
twice running, nor twice in the same shin, js^yhal 
I call turmadgoous, # sto’od t *He stands in his own 
daylight, he-” 

“ Will you kindly repeat that expression you used, 
Mr. Parrish?” said Constance, * smiling. “Did I 
undejjptan*i you Jo say 4 turmadgooug#’ ? ,n 
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“ Aye, quite correct, ilisc Paulgrave ; turmadgeous 
—out-and-out.” s 

». “ ’Tis a fine word,” murmured Eustace Palgrave. 

I like it.” 

The black steward made a sudden grab at the 
word, as it were, and sa,id to the second mate with 
conviction—J r * 

“ Yas, sah; Mr. ’Usson’s churmajjus, Pse alilways 
sa}' dat too.” ^ 

“ Corse he’s ’got the gift o’ the gab, sto’od, what ! 
But it woU’t stand to hint <at the pay table ; he’ll 
just get his four pound .a mon^li and not a red cent 
extry, and that’s the last well hear of Mr. Hudson- 
able seaman and* the ole man’s darling.” 

Mi*ss Palgrave looked at Patrick Hudson; and the 
dimples came into tlw* coiners of her mouth. 

“It’s fine to be a fiee man, Mr. Parrish ! ” she said. 

“ Aye ! for the like of Mr. Paulgrave-what can paint 
pictoors worth hunderds of pounds sterling, maybe,” 
said the second mate. 

“You seein. interestedpn my future, Mr. Parrish,” 
said Hudson. c 

“ Your footure, my lad ” (Hudson smiled at the 
second mate with five years’ extrd weight of assurance), 
“ yonr footure is witli the ^als—er, ’scuse me, miss ; 
I didn’t mean anything out of common like. "Well, 
no matter^ sfro’od ^vy all knows"our*own game best, 
what ? No, I don’t want n# more coffcp ; I’m going 
nn dork n ow : it’s my watch, and I’ve got to rig up 
the pulpit'for* the ole man; *and Mr. Shackley's 
wanting to come below to take the kernometer time to 
the longitude. So long, hlr. Hudson ! My respects, 
Mr. Paulgrave. H«pe to see you at church, miss.” 

The second* n*jte of tke Young P#ctcnde / brushed 
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the biscuit crumbs of£ his faded^serge jacket and rose 
from the table ; and the steward cleared the table 
and went to his pantry. ^ ^ 

The second mate pu^on his cap in his berth, and 
then went on deck. 

“ A good officer,” said Hudson, still sitting at the 
tatje, looking aft<et* the second mate. 

“ His word ‘ turmadgeous ’ fits yoil beautifully,” 
said Miss Palgrave. * 

“ What does it mean ? ” said Hudsc/n. 

“What matters ? ” said Eustace Pulg:*ive. “The 
man that invented .it was ar. artist. I,ponder where 
Tarrish got it from ? ” * 

“ But a word must have some* meaning,” said 
Hudson. * 

“It has ; it means you,” said Constance ; “ and 
that Mr. Parrish is British to the core. The hypocrite ! 
If he only kncu^Ml that Miranda Jenkins has told me 
about him ! Ob, you men ! you men r” 

“ Well, I suppQse I shall liv° and die 4 turn* dgeous,’ 
Miss Palgrave.” j. 9 

“ Oh, you can call ire Constance, before my T>y other, 
can he not, Eustace ? We have become great friends, 
Paddy here, and L” * 

Mr. Palgrave leaned Igick on his settee and looked 
silently at hip sister. He ^passed his hand over his 
smooth, freshlv-fcliavon, sallm^f aan<£ then fluxed 
it toward Hudson, sifting at *the table iTf 'Tliesaloon 
with the log slate now in his hand, j?nf er.yy^ jjp tbr 
course and distance, made g( od in the preceding watch. 

“ Children, amuse yourselves ; nature demands it,” 
said Eustace, his fingers gliding from his face into the 
heavy dark lock of hair above his bro^, and slowly 
through K, andtdown the back hair* to return to the 
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smooth soft cheek, by. the thin long neck in its loose 
open collar, and fleshy rcnnded chin. The effeminacy 
of the gesture was very apparent to Hudson ; and 
the careless, almost indiffej ^nt tone in his voice 
stirred the memory of a buried sensation into re¬ 
pugnant acuteness. It v^os but for a moment, and 
then Hudson felt quite at his ease. 

You are the essence of tolerance, Eustace dear ; 
you are the most artistic Christian in the world, dear. 
Come into ounstate room, Paddy, and see Eustace’s 
‘ Afys and Cybelc/ Here is the »studv for it in chalk-. 
Miranda’s portrait sketch in oils, there, is for the 
Atys ; and Bridget Slattery’s is for the Cybelc. A 
great deal can be suggested in two half-lengths, as 
in thy chalk study. Look at the reluctarfce in the 
pose of Aiy t $! Look at the arms and turned neck ! 
Is it not fine ? But you will think the costume, 
the draperies, anachronistic. Of course you cannot 
understand ‘eternal truths that have nothing to 
do with temporal fashions,' as Eustace says, can you ? 
Even that far from stupid Shakespeare could not 
understand-them, could he, Eustace dear? ” 


Oh ! Shakespeare ? Pooli! ” said Eustace. 

HxTciAb'n stood at the door, looking in. The walls 
of the state room were becoming covered daily with 
sketches and studies, for under the constant stimulus 
of hi;?, sister'^ ad mirat ion and rehected criticism the 
‘ "egotism of ha orother fvas fading a more persevering 
continuance. than it had done in the earlier days of 
the voyage: ""Hudson said he admired the Cybelc , 
but ihiv A tys (Miranda) did not attract him. He was 
looking at the cil studies, not at the two women 
together in the chalk study. But he said he thought 
(with apologies for his w r smt of appreciation of ^hat 
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were probably the /ine 1 tilings in painting) that 
Miranda’s head would mat#* an excellent youthful 
St. John. * f 

“ Ah 1 ” cried Miss J’ldgrave, clapping her hands, 
“ you are coming on, mon chcr ; that is just the point, 
is it not, Eustace dear ' % The old masters always 
majje their Giovcmfnos out of certain feminine tj T pes, 

and so did the Greeks that beautiful soft of Hermes.” 

• * 

‘‘JFuninine, Constance ? ” queried Eustace. ” Be 
careful ! How do you know that Hudson has not 
tidied that tiresomu Haeckel the Doctyh wants me 
to read ? ” * 

^ “ Well, you know what I nVean, dear,” said Con¬ 
stance, and, for tin; second time that morning, she 
cast dowiT her eyes, and the faintest, swiftest blush 
reddened her cheek, “ But what 1 a pity Paddy knows 
nothing about art, is it not, dearest boy in all the 
world?” 


” I ain’t a-goin' to sing no ’ymns,” came from the 
fore cabin, faintly audible., 

” Ah, listen to Miranda, i^ow ! ” exekymed^ Hudson, 
turning round toward the other end of the lbng Saloon ; 


” that is her voice; there is none other like it in the 
ship* ^ 

“It is the voice of tlje nymph of Salmacis,” said 
Eustace solcnyily. 


The steward had gone fcrw^rdL^ o tty gahe^ but 
the mate had jiow come b®Inw to tak^'Iieflfronometer 


time for the Captain^ who was on th e pp .or: .with his 
sextant taking the morning* altitudesT'* When the 


Captain had shouted “ Sjjjop ! ” for the .third time, 
the mate went on deck again. # • 

“ Come and listen • to Miranda and the ' Old 



sai<i Miss Palgrave. 


“pWe cannot dis 
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tinguish their words so fcir away. Come, Paddy ; 
it is your watch below/’y, 

o. “Yes, go and amuse' yourselves,” said Eustace 
Palgrave, " and I’ll put on ie.dean collar for church. 
Where’s the Doctor ? I’m dying for a discussion 
about Jonah and the whale’s belly. That medical 
man doesn't believe anything inteierting. He laughs 
at Laban's flbcks of sheep and goats, and Jacob’s 
hazel and poplar rods* which changed their colours 
so charmingly' as related. Truly, that Doctor is 
a great Philistine ; I could -»almost love him! Hi» 
science is so,.stupidly interpretative v of Biblical bio¬ 
logical phenomena, that I have to forgive him lhs 
want of faith ; but it is a libel on the prophet jonah 
to give that scientific Philistine his name. ‘However, 
we shall not lrqye t > throw him overboard to save 
the ship, that is evident ; his science is our salvation." 

“ You dear believer in everything nice," said Miss 
Palgrave ; " n-e have an hour to church yet. Come 
and listen, Paddy ! " r 

There were .several worsen talking at the same time 
in the iore cabin, but the matron’s voice and Miranda’s 


were more distinct than the other voices, by reason 
of tKeir peculiar unsimilarity to the majority. 

" ’Ow is it I can’t be eftowed To say my prares 
down 'ere nice and quiet along with Jo^nner arid the 
othQC Hirish pals, q }i Wot do f want to go up there 
for to 'em tne ole Caning readin* a Tout Rachael, 
and Lca^ v and Sairey, and all those ole Juices for, 
eh ? He ain't no clergyman, is 'e ? I says it's 
disgustin'. Last Sunday we 'ad what Moses thought 
about us poor gals in petticoats. I never wanted to 
do enny of them things wot Moses says, not me ! I'll 
watch it ! Pin gpin* to stay down 'eje with Joa^iner. 
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My father’s got lit tie J meddles and things just like 
Joanner, and I likes V,r pre^es, not all that Moses- 
and-Hareon chuckin’ of stories at us pore gals ! ” r 
“ Your father and mr cher attend divine service/’ 
said the matron, in her best voice, “ and so do all 
the respectable girls, and th/? married women, except 
the Jazy, dirty Irish ! ” 

“ Don’t you call Joanner that/’ said Miranda 
fiercely, “ or-” 

“ I am alluding to the married women, my dear,” 
flmd the matron quickly. - * 

"You allude t,o my-” paid Miranda, and all the 

girls in the fore cabin laughed. Joanna D'Arcy’s 
voice was certainly not among them. Shy and the 
majority of the Irish girls were evidently in the lower 
'tween-deck. There followed a noisy dishing of 
tongues among the dozen or more in the upstairs 
fore cabin ; moy of the girls seemed indignant at 
Miranda’s contumacy, and applauded tlfe matron. 

(” Do smile, Pyddy ! ” whispered Constance. ” I 
think they are very amusing. That igtupid, slow- 
witted matron is inimitable. Listen to her ! ”) ' 

” Miranda Jenkins, I shall not only report ^our 
condifct to your poreftts this afternoon ; I snail give 
you a bad character at the depot in Sydney ! ” 

Mircfnda rep^ed that she <^dn’t care a pickled onion 
(one of the matron’s* 'douceurs do t^ose jn hgrjrjaily 
favour) what £he Old Chicken "iJid ; she not going 
to church. She did not like the “ Jews and Juices,” 
and the w r ay they ” carried «ori ” in tfleBible. Anu 
then the two eavesdroppers heard the matrdn and 
the others ascending to the poop. There was a silence 
in the fore cabin, but they presently heard Miranda 
humnyng f x>ftly tp herself a London /nu£ic-hall ditty. 
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and then the voice of Joanne, who had seemingly 
ascended the lower laddf r K quietly, and unobserved by 
^ Miranda. 

“ Is it praying you would, be, Miranda ! I heard 
you below quarrelling with the matron. Indeed, I 
never heard you pray at any .time ; and as for me, 
I feel more like crying, God help iiio.! 

“ No ! but I ’ate that Ole Chicken,” said Miranda ; 
" an’ I’ll stay along cf you, dear. What’s making 
you cry, Jo ? ” 

(Hudson ^nd Constance couM hear Joanna softly 
crying now, and the first made a movement to turn 
away from the partition.) 

” Ah ! let me bathe my eyes, Miranda ; T’don’t 
want anybody .to know.” 1 

(Constance Pgdgrave detained Hudson by simply 
holding his left arm, which was around her waist, with 
her own left hand.) 

“ Is that Tu^on feller not good frens with yer, Jo ? ” 

”Where's—liiddy—Slattery?” inquired Joanna, in 
a broken voice. 

. i 

(The two in the saloon could hear the faint splashing 
of wafer in the basin as Joanna bathed her face.) 

” Gone up on deck with the Ole Chicken,” said 
Miranda ; “ wot’s she been a-doin’ on now ? ” 

“ Oh, nothing, Miranda ; I only as^ed you.* Slie 
- me day. a^id yjgdit ! ” 

(Hudson would havj turned 1 away again, but Con¬ 
stance Palgmyc still detained him with her left hand, 
and by her right hand also, winch was toying with 
the lobe of his ear, as t her wrist rested on his 
shoulder.) 

" Well, Joanner, she ain’t got much to look at of 
a night time, ‘’as she now ? You silly girl ! **■ «-• 
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“ I don’t know, Vira ida; blit I could t<dl this 
morning that she was’watcb/ng me all last night ! ” 

'■ Wot ! lookin’ at yer lyin’ in ycr bed, d’ycr meaP|; 
eh ? ” , 

“ Oh ! I don’t know what I mean. Don’t breathe 
a word to anybody, Mirania, if you love me, dear ! 
Sh<* has the eviDeye ; she has come between*me and 
my heart’s desire;! Don’t you hate tlie sight of her, 
Mirand^i ? ” 

In corse I do, if she's toilin' bes ifbout you to the 
T)le Chicken, and caik yT>u a waimin -pan.” 

” No, she dr^s not tell the matron Anything now, 
Miranda ; the matron is verv kind to me of late. 
I cannot understand her at all, nor’ Bridget neither. 
Ah ! what did the matron mean by • warming*pan,’ 
Miranda ? ” 

“ Don't ask such rummy questshins, Joanner. 
’Ow do I know.’* Per’aps it’s yer ’air.” 

” Ah ! sure, H’s not that. I wouldn’t mind that 
at all ; but some*of the girls already have it that it’s 
Miss Palgrave’s ‘ warming-pan ’ I am^ and always 
when, when Mr.—wh»n NIr. Hudson anti sHe have 
been # talking together with me on the poop J. 

(Constance Palgrave’s eyes caught a downward 
glance from Hudson's, i^id, for the third time that 
morning, she.'ast lier£ do\\% and blushed.) 

” Miss Palgra^e,” continued* Joan na, real 

lady from Fngland, "and P 4m very^ISod of her, 
Miranda, and 1 lovq to see—him—s ofi a fe ing to her, 
for lie’s gentle, too, is Pat—■—” 

" So you call 'im by iis^Christjin nanxe, Jo; yer 
can't be out with 'im, then ! ” 

“ Ah ! I don’t know. Biddy Slattery has come 
betwi/'n fis, Miranda; this* morning I‘could see it | 

- j 

* 
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My God ! I won’t let l’er*havf it all her own way. 
Ill-” • 

\ “ Sh*! don’t get excited;* Jo ! Wot’s a silly man 
feller, to be botherin’ ycrsVjf about like that ! I 
wouldn’t give a cokernut on ’Amstead ’Eatli for the 
best man feller that ever lived. # I’d rartlcr ’ave a gal 
like yofi for comp’ny enny day, When yer not actin’ 
the fool.” 

* j» 

(The^e Was a lengthy'pause in the fore cabin. • Hud¬ 
son and Miss Falgrave stood motionless in the saloon. 
They could l^ear Eustace Palgrave in his state room 
humming, in a strange]} monotonous key—as usual, 
when he attempted a song—Victor Hugo’s’” Berceuse,” 
as far as the words went ; but npt Gounod’s “ Seren¬ 
ade 7 setting so far as Mr. Palgrave’s music) 

” And is *it tic fold you think I’m playing ? ” said 
Joanna D’Arcy, in quite a passionless voice now, 
and hardly as if she were asking a"question at all; 

4 * is it a fool }\ai think I am, Miranda ? God forgive 
the woman who comes between me and the man 
I love, fpi I ,never will ; and it will be a bad day’s 
work for that woman, that’s al 1 ” 

“ G-h.^lor ! Don’t frighting us, Jo! I’d rather see 
yer* in a pashing ! You do look orfle ! Come and 
let us sy our Sundy prares down with the other 
Hirish gals in the ’tween-dack ; come on ! This ain’t 
j* £*lay>.\ji er the^yter income on r” ' 

“ Aye, let s go downHtacs-; but it’s little mind I am 
in for praying, i Miranda ! God in Heaven have pity 
on me ! ” * 

The two .girls could then, be heard descending the 
lower hatchway. 

Hudson looked at Miss Palgrave and Miss Palgrave 

looked at Hudson, and- the womgn evidently ex- 
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pected that the man/womd 1 show visible amusement. 
But she saw nothing but what seemed sudden melan¬ 
choly, and what was eally contristation brougly 
about by the reflection that he himself, but a few 
hours ago, could have held fast to his heart the yielding 
body, and jessed lib lips apon the feryent reciprocal 
on$s, of an innocent, affectionate, beautiful, young 
woman, a njaidqp who welded the impulses of love 
to the desire of heavenly sanctions and the.fears of 
hell’s temptations. An Irish maiden, devout and 
"pure as the man in whom she trusted n;:glit leave her 
by the will of God. 


Love is not full of pity, as men say*; * 

l^jt deaf and cruel wheu* be humus to prey. 

• 

He felt further away from all # that* was *of honour, 
and faith, and steadfast, unfeanng trust in himself * 
than ever. Yet* Heaven knew he had had pity, and 
it had brought him no peace ! The coarseness of 
the dispute in the fore cabin grated on the finer sense 
of the dignity of woman fhat had re^iaiin;d to him 
through all his years ,of careless living. *Amf he felt 
no gratitude toward Miranda for her defence # oj Jo¬ 
anna. And no thanksgiving for tlv night’s victory 
exalted his soul. With^ Constance Palgrave by his 
side, one hand laid lightly on his shoulder with the 
familiarity of understood relaijonshm—with this Con- 
stance* who allowed witl* a 1 cHerant comprehension— 
that yet excluded # all senbment—hi s ya wn arm to 
encircle her waist, he had steod silent, serious, listening, 
as mean of purpose as,any eavesdropper; ’she, as 
curious as a child, with the sensatidns of human ex¬ 
istence still unexperienced, a woman whose imagina¬ 
tion flight be blase, but not her body* 
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“ The poor scntimenthl 'creaVure,” said Miss Pal- 
grave. ^ “ What have yoV been doing to her, Paddy, 
Y 011 deceitful lover ? Oh\you dear wicked man, 
I can't have you running Vter Biddy Slattery as 
well! ” 


Biddy Sl/ittery ! " saM Hudson, astonished and 
perplexed, and turning to ConVance in half-abject 
appeal ; “ it’s ever Biddy Slattery with her ! I 

haven't spoken twenty words to that blacjc-haircd 
girl since-.she came aboard ! Why, you know that, 
Constance! v The evil eycY ■Joanna’s a beautiful 
little fool.” *. 

“ ' Chantcz , chan-tez ton — jou-ou-ours " hummed 
Eustace in .the slate room. 

#** 

“ Beautiful h How dare you, sir! Look at me ! ” 

“ A beautiful kttle'lool ; and die sings so divinely ! “ 


said Hudson. 

“ What ! that melancholy yangy-* Irish stuff ! " 
said Constance.' “You know you don't like it! Put 
your arms around my neck, there*! Tcnczf Now, 
you may—oh ! don’t b<^ too voracious ! Call me 
a little devil ! Oh ! “ ♦ 

ytut^-therc 1—little — there ! — devil! —theye 1— 
you—ah ! ” . 

“ Oh ! not again ! Now # we’ll go to church, and 
ask the Captain to read $Vout Joseph arid Potiphar’s 
wife—ajjd thy iippossikV; Joseph ! ” 

"You like that stor)* 1 ?*' Impossible Joseph ; ah ! ” 
44 Of course do. There ! ngw let me go! It is 
a masterpiece; and what sensible people those 
Egyptians were ! no siljy, sentiment about them. 
And such great artists 1 Even Potiphar treated 
Joseph like a gentleman, and not a bit like a Jew 
would have treated Potiphar under similar cbndJtions, 
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I always loved the F^ypltads ; and the women were 
delightful, from Potiphar’s r wife to Cleopatra! No! 
no more just now ! Unhuid me, villain ! ” 

“ You—little—devil ^ You have faith in nothing. ’ 

“ Where are you going now ? ” 

" To sldfi- all the sails nut of the berth next the 
mate’s, as sooii ^s»I can get one of the ^land.f to help 
me.” # • 

“ V/liat for ? Love-sick Remeo deliberately throw¬ 
ing away his ladder ! Why exchange‘that fnr another 
‘berth ? ” 

“ To take up, mv abode ir.'it.” 

“Why? what for ? You ar<? not one of the Joseph * 
species. Paddy ! And I believe you* are* yi love with 
me, after all ! ” 

} • » 

Hudson gave a great sigh tliaP nu^le Miss Palgrave 

smile, and said— 

“ Ah, perhaps? I wish I were—one or the other— 
you sw'eet little devil! ” 

And Patrick Hudson went up on deck to call a man 
aft to help him change his sleeping b^rth from that 
next the thin boarded, partition to the cfhc next the 
chief mate's berth, and then came below again with 
the man. 

Miss Palgrave and her brother went on deck ; but 
Hudson, aftejr dismissinge^he seaman at the end of 
their joint labours, f sat in his^new berth wrapped in 
thought. 

Presently, as he sat there, his head resing on his 
hand, a united murmur .ascended* from the after 

’tween-deck. Some Irish women, down thefe, were 

# ^ * 

saying the Confilcor together, from the “ Ordinary 
of the Mass,” and in the Irish tongue. * 

plainly hegrd the repetition, “ J'rt mo choir fein, 
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ire mo choir fein, ire mo miot-cho\ v fein! ” and, guessing 
at its meaning, lie struclshis breast and cried, " Mca 
culpa, *mca culpa , mca nuvSnia culpa ! ” as his own 
Irish mother had taught himWhen a child. 

At this moment a hymn arose from a score or more 
voices on the quart or-dec!;, the Captain seeding, and 
Mr. Shaekley* lingering behind Y» * lpte or two. 4 He 
could also distinguish clearly uie black steward’s 
voice emphasizing the«name of the Saviour with 
a peculiar gusto. At length the steward descended 
the companion ladder. ' He enuUl see the third mate 
sitting bv the ypon door of his new berth, and, stopping 
’ suddenly in the midst’of a hymn lie was Humming to 
himself, sai<J ‘with some surprise— 

“ Ma golly ! Mr. T T sson ! What fo’ >Tju no go 
ter churchy ,eh, # sah h You ain’t got no ’ligion no¬ 
how !, ’ ’ 

Patrick Hudson did not raise his 'yead to look at 
the coloured steward standing there,, with a pile of 
plates on his bent arm. He had pujt on a stiff linen 
collar which bound his neck tightly, and the black 
skin bulged *over its sharp* 1 edge, 

“ Go away, man ! ” he said savagely, “ and don’t 
bother me* with your talk ! ” 

A minute later the Doctor Yamo Y>elow, and halted 
at Hudson’s berth, looking* at the doojr. 

“ Ah ! Mr. Hudson ^ you’ve ’Changed your roost, 
eh? Whj* 'a-iiTyou nqf'Vnging hymns pip there on 
the poop ? Listen to them ! ” 

“ You yoursel? do not seem fond of prayer-meetings, 
Doctor ! ” 

“Oh, I’m Jonuh, the saintly prophet, am I not ? 
I’m holy enough, apparently. ■ When do they throw 
me overboard ? Ha-lia-ha ! He-he-lig ! Hoiv strange 
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it is that I shouM be ^okod jpon as the Jonah of the 
Young Pretender / That w jrd Jonah is, beginning 
to tire me.” 

“ Strange ? Jtverytlrhg is strange, mysterious; 
no man understands hi» fellow-man, nor even himself ; 
the wrong rr> in, and the wrong woman, and the wrong 
we do, and the wrWt wc* can’t do ! •Beginning to 
tire you—ha-ha-hall ! I give it up, • Doctor ! I’m 
going on deck to be amuse^L I have a right to ; 
it’s iny 'watch below.” 

* “ There’s something rtfatter with that man— 
he laughs all on one note,” said the Doctor, after the 
third mate had left the saloon ? and, walking around • 
the saloon, he at length came to t*e pantry, where 
the stcwafd was wiping plates and dishes with his 
apron, singing softly to himself, %s well as jhis Sunday 
shore-going collar would permit. 

“ Yes, sometkmg w r rong; don’t you think so, 
steward ? ” 

“ Tink what, sah ? 4 Hololooyah ! wid aal yer 

might end main ! Ugh-ugh-kerrotigh ! ’ ” 

44 Why, that Mr. Hudson wants medicine, eh ? 
Liver w T rong, eh ? ” 

“*No, sah ! he noah live wrong. Mr. *UssoiS live 
like sailalnnan ; out he git mi toy smaal wage ; it 
make him streppessly erh-jky. Him no praay— 

‘ My $ aster broosc der sarpmt’s head 
jand bind him vid r iliam ; 

Come brudders, hololooyah shorn ! 

Wid aad yer might eiKl mair>. * ' 

Hololooyah ! Kerrough ! ugh-<ft>ugh !’” 

“ Ah ! ” said the qudhdam Navy surgeon, taking 
off his spectacles and wiping them carefully with his 

handkerchief, ” you are tyiother psychological curi- 

• •« 
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osity, and yon’11 chbko .y^nrsK^f in that tourniquet 

of a collar. ^ I think I’ll |o to my berth and pass half 
an hom’with Herbert SpeiTber’s Principles. I wonder 
i i* ; there any ethnic connection between starched 
collars and hymns ? The steward never sings hymns 
except when he wears a collar I ” 



CHAPTER IX 


* • # 

'~T ,,V HAT Sunday '.flernoon Dominic.^ D’Arcy, to- 

L gether tdth*st'veral otLor young nion^and a few 
man led* couples who had daughters^ assembled on 
tjje poop for the two bouts’ intei course with‘the single 
women permitted weekly by the Captain and Doctor, 
according to the regulations* . * 

D’Arcy, as well as anybody else .amgng the emi¬ 
grants, cogld communicate as often as lie*chose with 
his relative ; for by this time the 4 ]uarlf*r-dcy.k, though 
■forbidden to the single men, was freely used bv fliem 
(without correction by the officers) when they wished 
to exchange a lew words of friendly greeting or idle 
banter with the girls on the poop. Still, Sunday 
afternoon, in fin? weathei, was an opportunity for 
general intercourse and pi irate communications, 

and it was also an opportunity that the majority 
seized still—despite .the increasing discontent $\ith 
everybody and everything—for the exhibition of 
Sunday raiment. Girl donned their best, and 
those who possessed haft wore them. Some of 
the men wore waistcoats, '.id silver watch-chains, 
and st Arched collars ; aiu? oile of die married men 
a tall black silk hat-*-or what, had been a-black 
silk hat. Mrs. Jenkins hooked into hBr beautiful 
little ears a heav#v pair*of* mid-Victorian gold orna¬ 
ments, and put over lier fat hands a pair of soiled 
kid gloves, and on her head a bon nut with scarlet 

V3 
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cherries, and a spotted .vcfil. \jler husband, though, 
persisted in wearing a gay-coloured flannel shirt 
withoift a collar, and an ttalian slouch hat of the 
period, to the outspoken disgust of his wife. Many 
of the emigrant girls possessecDbut one pair of boots, 
and no stockings, and walked barefootc$l r 'tyring the 
week, Nit they all coveted th\^ii* fetft on Sundays. 
A male emigrant—one of Dominick D’Arcy’s cousins 
(for he had two on the ship)—persisted in carrying 
a walkil;g-stick„ a malacca cane with a silver-iYiounted 
head to it, that had belonged to Dominick’s grande - 
father, and it"was looked upon by most of his com¬ 
panions as an emblem of family dignity. 

Dominick himself on such days was a little more 

m 

attentive to his attire than on weekdavs.*. He wore 
his n*ew soft felt hat und a loose black silk tie reserved 
for Sundays; ‘a frilled cotton shirt with a very low*' 
collar, and well-fitting black suit, aeid long, square- 
pointed shoes.* Miss Palgrave said he “looked the 
musician and the artist from top to toe ; from his 
long, dark, cut ling hair, and calm, dreamful eyes, pale 
cheek ^anU mobile lips, toHhe long-toed feet in their 
low-heeled, flat-soled shoes.” A remark that had 
set fine impressionable artist’s pulse racing madly.* 

Indeed, it was evident that tn Suftdays, on tile poop, 
Dominick D’Arcy intense! v/Jesired to look the* “ ar¬ 
tist and the musician.” Though he had kever studied 
music out.of liis native* vnyitry, he had read about 
student life in continerf. <tlcities ; he had seen foreign 
musicians in-Dmd in; he .had ldoked at portraits of 
famous, artists, singers, instrumentalists, and others 
in the windows of music Shops ; ai*d he had selected 
the type he wished* to imitate ; having, by the gift 

of nature, shoulders that carried a thin black poai with 

«• • 
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dignity, dark, thick haft th?it made a splendid setting 
for an oval, pale face, and lingers and toes long enough 
to satisfy Ihe demands of J he amateur. 4 

But Dominick D’Arc'** was a sincere artist and 
student, despite his wttfik vanity in posing as a typi- 
cally-mar one before ]\£iss Palgravc. The latter, 
though she had tnwelled nftich ajid mix^d w^:h men 
and women in all grades of European society, was not 
what Lavater would have recognized as 4 physiog¬ 
nomist. “She did not, at ‘ k the first aspuct of an^ man,” 
f^l emotions of affection ami attraction, or of re¬ 
pulsion and hatred. She lied studied more than 
nature, and the manner in whk.ii a thing was done 

affechd her more than the truth of The •result. Her 

* 

brother’s favourite comment on the woid truth, 
when uttered in connection wit«h art* w«ts Pilftte’s 

0 *^ jr a % 

unanswered question, “ What is truth ? ” Constance 
Palgrave had m*de it her own, and accepted it as 
something sceptically confirmatory of*her own belief 
that everything was true—even those things that 
tiresome people persisted m denominating false, and 
which, for the sake of convention, she *herseJf had 
perforce to grant as false. 

Tliat Dominick D’Arcy posed as an artist delighted 
her. That his manner of playing the violin was so 
full of a graceful self-sat^action, charmed her more 
than his music* Anti then he was so pictorially 
debonair and affectedly viriyose when he talked about 
his fiddle or his Uute, thar she*could forgive him any 
liberties which his unformed afid inmativetalent took 
with the masterpieces of Beethoven, Gounod, or 
Mozart. tk Your ftecktie, mOn chcr , wvold hot be amiss 
in the Luxembourg Gardens. Ha’d you*been French, 
now I* Arfid w on the Prix d* Rome ! Ah l ” 
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“ Sure, Miss Palgrave, yoirgdo not think 1 have* 
really so much talent that 1 should have done so well 
in Pans ? You flatter me too numb ! We had ex¬ 
cellent professors in Dublin, *po ; there was ” 

“ And then the Villa Medicy at Rome, afterwards ! 
Ah ! perhaps you would Jiave written a opera • 

Oh! \yjiat 3-011 miss—yon Irish—«cooped up in that 
Dublin of 3*ou r s ! How can one study there ? Zest ! 
he ! pooh ' ” 

And .she shrugged her slender little shoulders in 
derision, and in quite la nvxic Quartier Latin . Her 
own affectation revelled in his, and, doing so, cor¬ 
rected it. 

The two v'om sitting side bv side on the skylight 
above the lore cabin ; and Joanna, on the other side 
of Miss Palgruve, -was silt-nth- listening. Miranda 
had been of the group at first ; but, with the later 
coming of her mother, she had been impelled to take 
a seat on tlie vjieel-box gratings, right aft. Hudson, 
whose watch on deck it now was, walked the weather 
side ; and appeared disinclined to approach the group 
at the skylight ; for he only glanced toward them for 
a moment as he passed behind, and there was little 
chance that they might see him. The poop, on the 
lee side at least, was somewhat-crowded ; and as nearly 
everybody was talking, tJ*V nature of the various 
dialogues simultaneously taking place- was indis¬ 
tinguishable by aru'body buVthose engaged in them. 

Dominick D’Arcy hid L>»ckoned once to Hudson 
with the familial* y of assured friendship ; but the 
third mate had evidently not seen * the gesture, for 
he had not taken notice of if. And presently, as the 
conversation -proceeded, he left tlie poop in charge 
of his superior,The chief mate, and took to tliaquarter- 
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deck below with the Doctor,, who had been walking 
a lonely w^k atl wart ships under the break .before 
his “surgery 5 ’ uoor. ^ 

Joanna seemed disinclined to talk at all, but at 
length she said— 

“ Ah DPanninick had no Reed to go to foreign parts 
at ail; he won prizes in ly.iblin then, «iid you 

not, Dominick de 4 ar ? I wisli I were bhek in Ireland 
again,. Miss Palgrave. Ah ! why did we leave it ! ” 

“ Oh, my dear Joanna, 1 knqw Ireland is a delightful 
' pf&ce ; at least I haw liefird so ; and I love the Irish 
so much ; but your brother understands*exactly what 
I mean, don’t you, Mr. D’Arcy ? ” 

u Perfectly, Miss Palgrave ; but ybu hre too good 
to show so much interest in me, who am so poor. 
JBfe are all poor in Ireland, alas ! * O^r, poverty B.one 
of our virtues. We are the posterity of kings, but 
it is our destiny'Vo suffer. Shall I play that arrange¬ 
ment of Gounod's k Lc Cicl a visitc let •Terre ,’ and will 
you sing your }*irt ? See, I have my violin with 
me ! ” 

Miss Palgrave had sot fJfiled to see the* violin, nor 
had anybody > else. They had often heard Dominick 
play it of a Sunday'evening. Several emigrants on 
the poop-deck were standing near for the purpose of 
hearing anything that Dorhiniek now might play. 

“ Yes, in a moment. Let me see, the words are 
rather penstovny , are tlicj v*ot^ I used tossing them 
in my brother’s studio wlien lie was painting a .group 
of nuns at Benediction—I was cver^ one $f Hie nuns, 
by the by—fine *retlecti<4ns from a blaze, of Candles, 
you know ; and he said he wanted t <3 feel his subject. 
So I used to sing to create a religious atmosphere. I 
am ai aftist; s<? is my brother E tvs J ace, the painter, 
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We love everything th^t is beautiful, of course, every 
thing; arid Mozart and Gounod,|and mins singing, 
and processions of priests ^with calidPs ahd incense, 
and all that kind of thing, you know, oi course we do ; 
we should not be artists if wc didn’t^ should we? 
Eustace loves churches,-and temples, and mosques, 
especially mosques/, and so do I- -1-7 -” 

Dominick began to tune his instrument. 

“ Oh, 1 love Mass with music, and incense, and 
flowersS ” said Miss £algrave, u and the little bell 
tinkling, and the priest genuflecting every moinPht* 
with all tha''beautiful embroidery on his back; es¬ 
pecially in a dark church like Pisa Duomo—you were 
never then,'of course—but I don’t like it in a Church 
—syich as that hideous Moorfields Chapel—in London, 
you- knoW.* Eustace thinks the Roman ritual very 
fine*; he really prefers it to the Greek Orthodox, 
and he prefers the celibate priest f$> the other sort. 

I remember, iu Constantinople, at 'the Greek Patri¬ 
arch’s church (you go through such a charming little 
garden o,r court to get in) he said, after the ceremony 
—a grand "function—I forget what it was, but there 
was Mass included—and the way the ;M Patriarch, 
with his long grey beard, came put of the opening 
in the Iconostasis and swung his censer reminded 
me of that high priest it that poem . of Pensage— 
Eustace said that married men, /ike most of the Greek 
priests, always spoil/ tlie f effect. They *ook such 
fathers of families, ailcl they have not that delightful 
hungry lode that the Roman priest has. But no 
matter, let us sing this legato heaven-and-earth tiling 
of Gounod. Come ! have you the music ? Ah, and 
the vocal part for myself, “with interpolations for 
you, eh ? Bon!, V *' , 4 ** 
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to me 
to you 


Miss /Palgraven to be permitted t 
i a&T to'listen to you, and have you si] 


“All,” sighed Joanna. She exhibited no interest 
whatever in the conversation* 

“Why ire yea- so sad, JoAanna ? 5 5 inquired "bomi- 
nick, “ and Miss Paigrave so kind ! It is an honour 

to—to talk 
you, and nave you sing to my— 
er—J:o my audacious improvements on Mozart and 
Gounod.” (“ We are indebted to your charming 
audacity, Dominick,” murmured Miss -Palgravc.) 
“ But it is excellent practice for me, and I dor/t know 
what I should have /lorre for sjmipathy had it not 
been for you, Mjss Palgiave ! ^ 

“ Ah ! I wish I were back in Ireland again,” said 
Joanna. 

“ Nonsoffse, Jo/mnna ! ” said her brother. 

So ! we are to have music, arc' we ; ? ” said Eurtace 
Palgrave, approaching, with a small French carton 
under his left arnv.and a fusain in his right hand. Ah ! 
you little hedonist ! I remember hsnv, some years 
ago. when Injalbert won the Pnx de Rome' with.his 
Dculcur d'Orphcc , you first fell under^ the spell of 
Vandrogynisme dc lari g/cc. *'What is it n<sW? Some of 
that delighted, unconfocmable, passionless Irish sing¬ 
ing, eli ? That will be worth hearing indeed ! Is it ? ” 
“It is not, Mr.*Pulgfave,” said Dominick; “it's 
something of Gounod’s—3^*41 like Gounod ? ” 

“Oh! Alfl Goufiod's quite tolerable—on Sun¬ 
days,” $aid !V£r. Palgrilvo^ “quite tolerable, I assure 
you. I’ll go and make Ki study for my Atys and 
Cybelc. Sing, children, sing.! ’’ * l 

He walked away. Instrumental music really bored 
him, and he had nb ear for any kind of music. 

“ Ah, how I wish we were back in Ireland,” re- 
peatcQ Joanna, , 
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“Silly girl!” said Sliss'v Pal grave. “Dominick 
is going tb be a great artist. I slyill give him letters 
to a friend of the Governor of the tv'lotW, and to a 
judge, and to another man, a Minister of State—all 
friends at one time of my jkments ; ynd Dominick 
will get tuitions straight away, while lie* is waiting 
for thset bishop of v his to find hup an organ. , And 
Dominick is 'coming to see me at—oh ! what is the 
place called ?—at Potts’ Point, where we sludl be 
living Sror a month at Least, are you not-, Dominick ? 
And I intend to introduce hivn to Colonial sociffty," 
I can tell yuT, Joanna ; the Bohemian and the artist 
are at home everywhere.” 

“’Deed, they are, Miss Palgrave—if they have 
money,” said.Dominick. 

“'Money, moq. ctier / you are going to have mon^g, 
plenty of it, of course you are. Come, let us sing 
about ‘ moil bicn aime.’ ” 

One of the ! migrant girls, who was standing near, 
volunteered to hold the um<ic ; a,nd the remainder, 
except the .matron and the Jenkins family, made 
a ring area ad the perfoimer t s. Miranda wished to 
join tlie audience, but her motlier forbade her, saying 
to the matron— 

“ The goin’s on of that lyuy, maytrin, give me the 
’ump proper, I can tell y&. My uncle kep’ *is own 
kerridge ; but I scorns to give. 1 mysel’ iiairs like Vr. 

I wonders ’ow you put uji *vith it witty all those nice 
gals you’re, a-lookin* artel ! She ain’t a-settin’ of 
’em a goog 1 exarhple, Ihe* wy she goes on like. And 
’e’s sidi a nice young liddley.chap, ain’t ’e ? ” 

The matron Sniffed. She had but a poor opinion 
of Mrs. Jenkins, but she felt gratified at the Hackney 
woman’s dislike # c*f Miss Palgrave, 
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“ ’Ere, ’Tonio darlbP, go to yer daddy, run to yer 
farver, pe,t,” crier 1 * Mrs. Jenkins to her little boy, as 
she smootned her "dark brown hair under her bonnet, 

i - 

and settled herself for a conversation with the matron. 
Miranda trvned to Mir father and said— 

“ Ain’t -you and me goin’ t l o ’ear the music, daddy ? ” 
Giacomo Gianserfio first looked at his wife, Jhd then 
shook his head. He was seldom in tne humour to 
oppose his wife since his failure-in the <k fish-efnd-tater ” 
business! And the weight of {lie Marriage Registrar’s 
bfg book grew heavier c&ily, until it seemed to be 
crushing his spirit as flat as* a fried pkijee. He took 
little fair-haired ’Tonio upon his knee, and shook his 
own black Neapolitan locks dejectedly. 

Dominic?v D’Arcv had begun his obbligato , and 
presently Miss Palgrave’s voice joined in—* 

“ Amoaj que je ne puis comprendre, 

Jdsus habile dans mon coeur ^etc. 

Then more of Pominick’s obbligato , which he had 
lengthened with slightly varied repetitions from the 
original accompaniment. inliss Palgravc* she sang, 
made the n or± of her unexceptionable voice, and threw 
such a depth of devotional feeling into the words that 
Dominick raised his from his music once or twice 
with a swift glance of appreciation. 

At the conclusion of Ihe cantique there was a general 
hush. Nobody applauded, for a minutethe re¬ 
ligiosity of the performant^e seAned to pvit the audi¬ 
ence in under the roof of#a # chuifh. F^t as Miss 
Palgrave broke out int<i a merry laugh several of 
the girls began to*clap their hands, alid one of them 
said aloud to another girl— 

“ Wtj lmd a lady that used to sing that tune in our 
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chapel at home/ Isn’t she mce to sing a tune like 
that, and she a Protestant lady, too.” 

“ Show me all that manuscript jnusic that you 
have there! May I see i- ?” said Miss Palgrave 
presently. *1 j 

D’Arcy blushed, and said hesitatingly— 

“ Of course; I brought it to show you, Miss Pal¬ 
grave. This is not an experiment with the composition 
of another-composer ; this is something of my own.” 

“ Oh/ I’m delighted ! Your .own ? Show me, show 
me, quickly ! ” xr 

The three were alone again, and Constance Palgrave 
had passed her arm around Joanna’s waist. She 
withdrew he^ a^m, and put out both hands eagerly 
for the manuscript. Joanna sighed and looked away 
uniiflerestedly. The Doctor and Hudson had mounted 
a few steps of the poop ladder on that side, and were 
evidently waiting for more music, W Hudson’s face 
at least was fixed with intense thought toward that 
of Dominick. Then, as Miss Palgrave made the 
motion with her hands for the music, his gaze shifted 
to hei fdc^/ Conscious presently that Joanna was 
looking at him, he immediately stepped down back¬ 
ward to tile quarter-deck ; the Doctor followed, and 
they became lost to the view of tlrose on the poop. 

“ Ah ! ” sighed Joanna again, “ how I wish I were 
back in Ireland ! ” 

“ Then it is more than,. I *do,” said Dominick, 
“ though I had a feeling th' t w T ay at first. But now 
my heart is growing lighter every day, though every¬ 
body seemS’ to be getting a melancholy fit. There’s 

Mr. Hudson, now-” * 

44 And am I melancholy ? ” $aid Miss Palgrave. 
“Ah, no ! T except yqu, Miss Palgrave, of course. 
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You were made for sopg anti happy laughter, I could 
not imagine a tear in your eye. But we Irish are 
different, \God .heip us! We 4 make our moan,’ as 
somebody sv.'s, 4 for slider joy in infelicity.’ Our 
music, our native tells its own story, that way, 

sure enough. You read music very well. Miss Pal- 
grave ; 37011 understand tli£ art.. You •will %2e here, 
in tliis first ‘aria*’ as I have termed it,• what I mean. 

I have tried to do* in our modern notation,«»vith many 
accidentals, what tile native Irish did*in the did days 
with smaller, more su])th>«mtervals than our chromatic 
scale permits. I want words for these-alias, of course 
for only one voice, and I am •writing them myself. « 
The theme is the power of love-” • •. 

“ The p,twer of what ? ” said Miss Palgrave in- 
dif^erentty, humming to herself, *is she gjanced* bver 
the manuscript music of Dominick’s ^ arias.” “ lere 
is something of •Italy in this last part, la-la-la! ter, 
a-ter-a, ta-ta! You are more fond oiltalian music— 
are you not ?—than of that Irish.” . 

” Oh, I am fond of every kind of music/' said Domi¬ 
nick. 1 


” What, the English ? ” said Miss Palgrave, affecting 
a si/glance with her'eyes, and with her lips puckered 
interrogative^ and sceptically. 

” Well, the English madrigals and glees, the old 
seventeenth and' eighteenth century part-music is 
delightful,” said Dominjek. ” One of these da>*s 
I will arrange some of, #/ur native Irish music for 
parts, and I hope— 

” You should'have studied abroad”*said Miss 
Pa’grave. “When you* hive married Joanna to 
some nice wealthy colonial squatter who wants a house¬ 
keeper, ypu must go back ta Europe and study under 
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masters of reputation. You will be lost to the world 
out there in that brand-new country, I think. La-la-la l 
ter-a-ter-ater-a, La-la-la! What Via... you' call it, 

‘ 1 The power of-? ’* 

“ Ah ! I wish I were back fn Kilna^ubber," said 
Joanna, " and you not to be making game of me like 
that, Mrs Palgrave l ” * o * 

Constance Palgrave turned aind’ looked at her 
companions and noted the tears of vexation gathering 
in her eyes, and*said— 

“ My dear, I didn’t intend to hurt you; prsy 
forgive me. , ■» 

4 Men were deceivers ever, 

, One Toot in sea and one on shore, 

La-la-la, !ali-la, ne ver !' 

* 

Sh ! /don’t vry, little stupid ! ” Then she whispered 
in he^ ear— 

“They are all like that, Joanna/.and the better 
for being so, de?r.” 

“,Oh ! ” whispered Joanna, “ you are too horrible, 
and you know my secret. How can you be so cruel, 
dear ! ,} ’ r * 

“ I shall have to reprimand him, the wicked man ! " 
said*Miss Palg rave, still in a whimper. But she smiled 
mysteriously as she uttered the \tords, and slipped 
her arm around the girl’s waist. 

Dominick took the manusefipt irom* her other, 
disengaged hand, and said, with what seemed to be 
unnecessary <sarnestnes 4 — * 

“ The power oMove'can transform the unsteady, 
vacillating/miserable man into one < 5 f firm and noble 
purpose, Miss Palgrave ; * one velio is ever looking 
toward the fulfilment of his hopes for reward; one 
who is always-—” 
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Miss Palgrave showed some interest, and abruptly 
inquired % what hopes he referred to. Dominick kept 
his eyes ctown toward the deck. 

“ The hope of winning love for love,’' he said slowly. 
Miss Palg&ve laughed softly to herself, and fell 
to adjusting Joanna’s tangled hair. 

“ # Ah, my God # !*I wish we were back in Ireland,” 
said Joanna,^getting up suddenly andValking across 
the deck. She felt that in another moment ticrj>cnt-up 
emotions would flow forth, ;yi uncontrollable, tearful 
stream of self-pity, ^ngtif, jealousy, and disappoint¬ 
ment. Dominick hardly noticed her tl<*parture ; and 
raising his eyes to those of Miss* Palgrave, which were 
fixed on his with a beam of merrimeftt playing across 
their shalhfw greyness, he said— 
m I am learning the power of *lovg, Mi£s Palgtave. 
I may never receive the fulfilment of my hopes, I 
know; but I \^itl go on hoping now, for art has a 
power as great as love, in that all •barriers can be 
broken at its will # or by its power ! ' ’ • 

“ Ah, my dear Dominick, you know pothing^ about 
love, that is plain ; but it £» enough for &rfthat artists 
like you should think that you do. The <nly pan 
who* understands love on this ship I verily believe 
is the Doctor. When*one loves, one is like a child; 
and children are just like*animals, with their unex¬ 
plainable loves and‘Hatreds, living for the moment, 
and with no care f 6 r Hie iuture. Some love like 
doves, and some like turiceys. \ Did you,never study 
the turkey ? Ha-ha-ha! You aflte reajjy growing 
quite serious ! " . * 

D’Arcy looked* somewhat puzzled; then he ex¬ 
claimed, ” No ! No ! 

Shi nodded her head, and laugh $4 again outright. 
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" Ah ! what a merry-hearted lady you are ; but 
I don’t believe you mean what you say. , Will you 
sing my words to these ‘ arjas ’ when"! haVe written 
them ? ” 

“ Yes, if you keep within mylompassA I can’t sing 
B, you know ! ” 

“ You* could with ‘jogular practice,/* said Dominick ; 
“ but it is your influence I want, yo.ur presence, living 
in thes^ nbtes. I want* to think of you all the, time 
I am writing. *1 want, to dedicate this cantata of 
love to you. Miss Palgrave. "I want-” 

" Here cduies Miranda,” s^aid ,Miss Palgrave 
abruptly. ” Go and* keep Joanna company ! She 
seems very dbjed’ted over there. Give her these hair¬ 
pins, and, here i this piece of ribbon.” 

MtfandaMiad«chosen an opportune monjent 
leaving her father and mother on the wheel-box 
grating. Biddy Slattery had come hit and had taken 
a seat beside Mf. Jenkins ; and the matron had con¬ 
descended to engage in closer conversation with Mrs. 
Jenkins abortf the trials and regrets of married life, 
bonnets, cl^tic-side boof?>, and periwinkles as a 
national dietary. 

Dominick D’Arcy joined his sister. As he looked 
at her, he suddenly remembered that she had been 
sighing and exclaiming in signification of an unhappy 
mood. He had hardly spoken** bno word to her, he 
remembered; he had almost forgotten her so engrossed 
had he become in his^musid, and in those awakening 
hopes that,had a£*yet no-clear shaping, all confused 
with the image of Constance Palgrave. 

“ Cad e td art? Jo ? ” * he inquired. " Come, make 
your hair tidy, alarma ! ” 

• is the matter with you# Jo? M 
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** Ach ! leig dam fern, Dorn ! " * shl replied irritably. 

“ Sure, you’ve been let alone, dear. * Cd bh-fuil 
si? f Where, is Pat ?” # 

“ Is it in Jeal earnest you are ? What do I care 
where he is P” * 

“ Oh, J then, is it like that*with you, Jo ? ” 

She’s working her way with me ;• she’«. turning 
my heart blyck against everybody, I>ominick,” said 
Joanna bitterly. “ Ah ! G^d be between us and 
all harm, she has the devil’s powefr for bad luck, 
I*know r it ! ” . # * 

Who , Jo/ionna ? Biodfaciall agati P Have sense, 
Jo!” 

“No matter; ta sc mar a bJnidh si l § The will 
of God be flone ! ” 

Aiyen, Johanna. I can’t make # any thing of^vhat 
is troubling you at all, at all. Sure, I know it.’s not 
Miss Palgrave you mean, and she so kind to both of 
us ! ” 

' Indeed, an 4 it’s true, for you ; Miss Palgraye is 
a gentle lady, and no wonder you are tg.ken with her ; 
and I love her too well tef ay a word #?f -harm "against 
her^ though she docs have her jest and all; but lffok 
at that out 1 over there ; gently, now, don f t let h£r see 
you looking ! ” 

“is it that Bridget Slattery you mean, by the side 
of the Italian ? *’ * * 

“ It is, IJom, it’s*sh«#herself ; her eyes are in my 
heart, I tell you ! ” 

“Ah, don’t be saying- things *like tlmt, Johanna.* 

Is it jealous you are ? J. don’t think Mr. Hudson-” 

• * • 

* “ Ach, lot me alone, Dom.” 

f * ‘ Where is he ? ” 

j “ Have sense !” 

“ It is as it will be.” 
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“ You need nit {rouble 4 *o think at all, Dominick. 

I know whp.t I know, and she lias the devil’s eye for 
working her own will. There ! She is looking at 
you now ! Bless yourself, lender your^iacket ! No¬ 
body will see you.” m 

“ Have sense, I tell you ! What harm can a slip 
of a girl like 0 that do any man, ?r woman either ? 
Sure, your talk is more foolish thafr vGiat I hear every 
day of our Lord about Jonah and the Doctor ! Biodh 
ciall agat! ”* 

” Come over here, Journo?called Miss Palgra^e 
across the deck. ” Miranda has something to tell 
4 you ; come ! Let me.fasten youi hair, dear ! ” 

Dominick stood immovable by the rail on the 
weather side looking out to sea ; but he # presently 
cast l^is eyes^rapidly to left and right, and then slipped 
his right hand beneath his black coat and made tlie* 
sign of the cross with his forefinger surreptitiously on his 
left breast. Turning round, he glanced’toward Bridget 
Slattery ; she was looking intently at him. Then he 
turned about again, and stood looking'out to sea, 

"Ah. wehj *' lie said to ^imself, “ God be between 
us and all Harm; but Jo/mnnVi w T as always super¬ 
stitious. Uncle Aloysius (God rest his 3 oul !) liad 
many a fight with her about Jhat same weakness; 
and if a priest couldn't turn her from it, it's little 
account me trying ! I wdndcr, Js that tilerry girl 
still looking over here ? ” (H<^ looked over his shoulder 

at Miranda and the others, ai^d then allowed his gaze 
to slide along the poop , gently toward Mr. Jenkins 
and Bridgets* " Faith, she is ! And wliy shouldn’t she 
look where she chooses ? JtVhard <gn a poor young 
woman that she can’ f look where she pleases l ” 

’ * ** Have,sense l” , * 
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But turning again ^0 wnfGward, aild gazing out to 
sea, though a big shoal of flying fish were glittering 
in a hundred streaks of gold and silver light,* right 
before his eyVjs, he did hot immediately see them: 
for his mind was on g*short prayer, and the forefinger 
of his rght hand was agaifi making the sign of the 
cross surreptitiously under liis jacket. *Ther^ he saw 
the flying fish falling into the sed, and»some of them 
smashing themselves against # the great heeling hull 
of the ship ; while a score of others were still rising 
from the waves and drifting down the wind in a mad 
escape from the great fish pursuing ther*. He called 
to a group near by—some girls* and his cousin with 
the rnalacca cane, and the married man Ayitli the tall 
hat—to cor*e and look ; and with them came others— 
Mi§$ Palgrave, Miranda, and Jflanna. Qne of*the 
flying fish,, had flown right through an open port on 
the quarter-deck* and was now vibrating between the 
hands of Hudson, who had picked *it up and was 
showing it to the Doctor. Miss Palgrave ran to # the 
break of the poop, and requested him to give it to her. 

Gallantly the third mate#ield it tip toiier-dowhward 
extended hands, but the lively fish was doing its 
best*to escape from* its strange confinerftcnt ; «and 
Miss Palgrave wa.^ unable to take the fish without 
kneeling down and holding one of Hudson's hands 
steady with tine £lf Ii^fs. Other eyes were fixed upon 
his upheld hands as Ihejfish twisted and .struggled. 
Catching siglit of a tall l*at ab^ve one of these pairs 
of eyes, Hudson suggested a* use* for it, and’Miss 
Palgrave rose from her knees rosy of cheel^ laughing, 
and begged it of its owner. • In a seccnd the fish had 
been safely deposited in the tall hat, and? was handed 
up foi* tlyp entertainment oL the poop. * The hat was 
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deposited on the fore-cabin skylight; but a moment 
later the flying fish had escaped out of it* on to the 
deck and the man with tfye silver-mounted malacca 
walking-stick had given it an impulsive blow which 
put a period to the fish’s existence. 

" Bravo ! ” cried Miss Palgrave.. “ In ' another 
moment it w*ould have slipped oy6r]x>ard again undei 
the rails, I 3 m going to cut off it$ wings. Who ha? 
got a pair’of scissors ? ” 

“ I thought ‘Miss PaJgrave was going' to pull you 
up as well as the fish,” saicffhe Doctor on the quarfer- 
deck, resuming his ’thw'artship walk with the third 
mate, after they both had looked on from the ladder 
at the coup 'do fcracc. ” How excited people get over 
a little incident like this i A flying fish is called a flying 
fish*because it dpes not fly, just as I am c.alledji Jo»ah 
because I am not a prophet. The struggle for ex¬ 
istence has gradually increased the length and breadth 
of the pectoral fins of the fish —Dactyloptcrus volitans — 
and it rushes out of the, water t<? escape from its 
pursuer with greater ease now than the species did 
ten thousand ‘years ago, perhaps. But this freshening 
brqeze was the cause of that fish coming* aboard^, not 
any voluntary power of moving its fins like wings. 
That will come some day, thousands of years hence. 
Evolution, Mr. Hudson, ii the key t Jo all phenomena 
of life ; the other kind of fish that leaves the water 
in a similar way—the Exobxtus calloptarus —has also 
evolved into a flying? fish hi its struggles to escape 
death. If^you redd Darwin’s-” 

” What is your theory £bout the evolution of 
malacca canes, Doctor ? ” * 

"I don’t* ,quite — er — se£—er — the connection. 
I-” 
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“ And of chimney*pot lmts ? Y^u are not only* 
a prophet*, Doctor ; you seem to be a seer of the past 
as well ! ** # 

“ Ha-ha-hali ! I thought at first you were serious. 
But evolution and ifhtural selection will be the ex¬ 
planation of everything in the time to come. In the 
twentieth century they will make evolution an article 

of faith in the churches." 

“ You quite put the Hebrew prophets oftt qf court, 
Doctor! How can a scientific cettainty become 
a tnatter of faith ? ”• inquired Hudson, interested at 
last. 


“ Ah 1 I thought that would" catch you/’ said the * 
Naval surgeon. “You are a young lnafi*of some in¬ 
telligence !* Well, you will find that •scientific cer¬ 
tainties, are only such to a comparative lew altvVys ; 
the multitude believe on authority, and always will. 
Science explains love and religion as it explains the 
mating of birds and the affection of tlic dog, or horse, 
for its master—and its fea^ of him, too. Mankindtis a 
species — Anlhropos — Homo Iciotrichus,* wc are; the 
steward is ulotrichus-w width has devetbpctl its brain* 
morp tho** any other species ; but it stiJJ loves ^and 
worships in a like manner to the other animals. *The 
differences lie in the subtle developments of thc^Jfirain 
of man, which, v^ith the evolution of vocal sounijw into 
language, have mad^fiim the most important and self- 
deceptive arwmal in tlie &orld.” 

“ And your science dm cxflain the evolution of 
man's conscience?” said *Hudsoif thoughtfully, “as 
well as of love and religion ? ” 

“ Certainly,” £aid the f)octor, * certainly ; and 
the ^rieties of conscience, too. When I was in the 
Royal Niivy I \^as much sfruck by the different way 
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the mer—especially the marines—would talk about 
a certain loathsome disease that the Anihropidce — 
mankind at large, and not the varieties srailors and 
soldiers alone—have cursed themselves with. One 
man would say, ' Better luck nwxt time !' and laugh 
lightly at his misery ; another would say thav. he was 
a fool, and intended taking greater precautions* the 
next time ; another would say that _ ' it was the 
judgment yf God on him for his wickedness, and that 
he would never sin like, that again ' ; and one very 
common type of marine Would curse every woman 
on earth for 'he agony h^ suffered ! ” 

“ Well, only one of them seems to have had a 
conscience/' said Hudson. 

" He was the superstitious one of the lour, I sup¬ 
pose* Conscience, as it is termed,” said the Doctor, 
“ is the result of mental suffering, fear of future dis¬ 
asters based on past experienced on^s. All pain, of 
course, is mcr^al, because cerebral and therefore 
physical—to be exact. All animals suffer alike, 
though in differing degrees ; if you read Buchner's 
Mind'in Animals -” {i 

' The fact remains that we must not-do certain 
things, Doctor ! ” 

” The fact remains that Conscience, the result 
of experience, seldom prevents certain varieties of 
the human species from dofhg them;” said the 
Doctor. ‘i 

“You are not superstitious, Doctor, are you ? " 
inquired Hudson abruptly. 

The ^Doctor laughed pleasantly, and looking up 
caught sight of Miss Palgrave leaning forth between 
the rail over'* his head. She Was holding the wings 
of the flying fish in her hands for the inspection of the 
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two men. She had o^erhAtd the Doctor's la^t words,. 
and said— 

" Will you stretch these wings for me ? " 

" Fins —pectoral fins, my dear lady ! " said the 
Doctor, taking them from her down-stretched hand. 

" Well, fins ! you dear scientific stickler 1 I want 
theip spread out and dried,* to make a headdress, on 
each side of a broad band round* the forehead; and 
Eustace will colour them an<J varnish thorn for me. 

I am going to add the ^symbology of ocean to* that of 
earthly empire in th§ crofrn of Cybele ; I am going 
to improve on the Greeks ! * Cybele Slavery is to be 
a creation oi mine as much as of Eustace. She was • 


the mother of Neptune as well as of*Jupjtcr, though 
whether before or after her disappointing escapade 

with Atys, I cannot recollect- 

" She was the mother of Hades too, it i remember 
my classics/' sf*id the Doctor. " You must have 
a wonderful imagination if you can #ee anything of 
Cybele in that gi^ Slattery ! " # 

" Well, the Captain and Mr. Shackley, and goodness 
knows how many more, ca» see Jonah in. yen?, Dkctor ! 
But in art Jp imagine is to create, you know." 

" But Jonah, in the seaman’s sense, ha£ little con¬ 
nection with the projfnet Jonah of the Old Testa¬ 
ment,” said Hudson. " I 41m tired to death of that 
Jonah normalise ! " - 

“ Oh* wliaj a seriofis iHan ! " cried Miss .Palgrave; 
” the Doctor must find you &uite depressing. Come 
up here, Doctor, ancf talk to ifie ; ^>ut first take care 
of my wings— fins —for £ybele, and put thW ki your 
surgery." 


“ I’ll go and stretch them out on a board now," said 
the Doctor; " they must be*fixed while they are wet." 
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Constance Palgrave polled at Hudson as soon as 
Dr. Clyster had disappeared into the little adjacent 
berth called the surgery. * 

"We have had such a pleasant afternoon, all except 
Joanna,” said she. ” You wiclygd man, to leave poor 
Joanna to eat her heart Ijjke that ! ” 

“ Joanna ? r That sounds scarcely pleasant,” said 
Hudson lightly. 

Miss Palgrave looked long and cuiiousiy at the third 
mate below her. She had risen from her knees, and 
stood leaning over the u])p?r; rail at the break. Que 
of the younf', men was playing on a concertina, or a 
melodeon, and most of the emigrants on the poop were 
assembled around him. Dominick D’Arcy and Joanna 
were talking together some distance apart, ?,nd the chief 
mah\ with-the mat. on and the Jenkins family, ^ere 
still at the other end of the poop, by the wjieel. But 
on the main deck there were many eyes continually 
turned in their direction, now that the Doctor had 
disappeared. Mrs. Jenkins’s words that morning 
had set many a tongue wagging on the main deck ; 
and Hudson, $s he stood tjiere, felt, because he ima- 
' glred £0 vividly, all the accumulating scandal of the 
’tweren-dechs and the forecastle. For perhaps the 
first time in his life he began to see clearly the value 
of a woman’s reputation—not only among women, but 
among men. And this first genuine feeling for another 
was at the bottom of the .first great temptation to 
play the hypocrite before all^ 

His own reputation,’ what of that ? It was that 
of every seaman ! Do not men say that a sailor has 
a “ wife ” in every port ? anS do tljey not believe it, 
too ? And they have reason do believe it—Hudson 
knew that. And were tfyey much worse tl^m' other 
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men in that respect? A*#ope-yarn ifor a seaman’s 
reputation! That was all he carea for his! But 
that of a* woman ? That was another matter. If 
he was but an anthropoid unimal —Homo leiotrichus — 
and God knew whether he was only that or not— 
and if she, standing tliere^ was only that, and nothing 
greater, and she—tjiat other with the name of God 
on libr lips, and strange jealousy* and suspicion and 
fear in her heart— 1 df they were all animals, they all 
had' to lia/e in a world that believed in the power of 
repytation. And the awFd^power of reputation— 
was it to make a despicable hypocrite of tpm ? 

He continueddiis walk, to and f?o, across the quarter¬ 
deck. 

Four bells .(six o’clock) at this moment being struck, 
all the visitors were ordered off the poop, and^they 
came down, one by one, to the miiin deck. Mrs. 
Jenkins was the Ja f ;t of all the married folk, carrying 
her little son. As her foot reached the bottom step 
it slipped on the brass tread of the step—worn rounded 
and smooth with *usagc. The breeze was heeling the 
ship more than had been common of lai*e. # .Hudson, 
standing by, waiting to muster the port watch £& 
the quarter-deck (his • own watch), turned tit her .Ex¬ 
clamation of fear, and caught both mother and four- 
year-old son in his arms. But the weight was too 
much for his Jinpftmcdjtatca pose, and he slipped too. 
In a moment, accompanied by shouts of laughter, 
they w< 5 re alt three lying extended, with their eyes 
turned up at the man with* tile ^ail hat, w T ho w r as 
bending down fop the youngster in the ai|ns .of The 
third mate—the latter oft tin* outside,.in the scuppers, 
with a deep gash in hi$ temple. »Mrs. Jenkins, who 
would 4 iave fallen in any case, scrambled to her knees 
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and began to Scream aTTQsivt^y at Hudson. Then 
she rose to her feet and snatched the boy from the tall- 
hatted one. She had not suffered so much as a bruise ; 
but Hudson’s eyes, which lor a moment had indeed 
been looking up, softly closed w ;+ h a long sigh of pain, 
and remained so. With another great sigh he, became 
unconscious.’ For a few‘ seconds 1 all those standing 
near expected to see him rise. Some of them were 
still laughing ; but their laughter and the words of 
abuse on Mrs. Jenkins’s lips ceased suddenly when 
they found he remained still.- Then they all made the 
discovery thv/t he was blooding profusely from the side 
of his head, just in fiont of the hair on the temple. 

“ Somethin’s ’appealed ! ” said Mrs. Jenkins ; “ any- 
’ow, Tony and me’ie all right! Why doh’t yer pick 
’im*up, yoiv fellers ?'*” 

“ Can’t he rise ? ” said an ordinary seaman. “ He 
must have struck the iron collar of'that mooring-bits.” 

“ Why, lor’ Hess us, lads ! Pat Hudson’s bleedin’ 
like a stuck pig. Rise him up, boys ! Come, Mr. 
Hudson, sir : you ain’t hurt, are you ? Here’s the 
watch, siH; HI aft, sir ! ” *iried Sydney Bob. 
r ^‘ k Y\is ! ’e’s struck ’is ’ead on that iron thing,” 
said Mrs. “Jenkins. “I never seed such a clumsy 
feller in all my life.” ' * 

“ Ah! God help the poor man! ” cried an Irish¬ 
woman, looking over the shoulders of the group. 

“ What’s the matter dowrf there on the main deck ? ” 
said the chief mate, who no\ * came forward to the rail 
and looked over. Why don’t J'ou relieve the wheel, 
Mr. Hu&* 15 n, and let the port watch get below ? 
Hurry up, sir! Here, quarter-master, relieve the 
wheel, and l6ok out! ” 

“ How the hell can he do that ? ” sheuted out 
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Sydney Bob, “ whci\ he’spying on fthe brojid of his, 

back, for a all we can do to rise him ? ” 

The chief mate came down the ladder quickly. 

The girls remaining on the poop had now discovered 

the mishap, and th$y crowded forward to the rail. 

The young men, including Dominick D’Arey, came 

running aft. All 4 he married folk crowded,together 

with the others~emigrants and crew*; and one of 

them—the north-country miner—pushed his way to 

the front and took up the third mate,in his arms like 

a child, and laid him on tiie after hatch with his arm 

* 

beneath his head. Then the miner tore v ibff the sleeve 
of his own’ slnrt, and began to stanch the bleeding. • 
The wound on the nuncr’s own head had barely healed, 
the wound that had come of the fall that Hudson had 
gi\%*i him in their quarrel some twenty ct more -days 

a g°- ' * 

“ Is there a mein hurt ? ” called out a voice from 

the poop. u I can’t see through a 1 ! you people up 
there. Let me pass, young women ! ” 

Doctor Benjamin Clyster had just discovered the 
commotion on the main#deck. Miss^lkd&rave had 
left the Doctor and gone below to find her brother, 
and* to tell hi in that* he might now find Opportunity 
io go on with his htu iy of Cybele, as all the visitors 
had departed. The Captain had been taking a Sunday- 
afternoon iyp, as v^Tl as the pains in his back per¬ 
mitted. Ihe matron’andPseveral of the young women, 
Joanna, Miranda, and ^tlie^, had also gone below. 
But there were a nufhber lgft td olietruct the Doctor’s 
line of sight to the after hatch. One of ti$p girls told 
him the third mate seemed to be badly'hurt. The 
Doctor immediately pushed his 'way to the ladder 
and descended. 



338 “ACT OF GOD” 

i t 

“ Stanc J< back, ^good people ! ” he cried. But they 
hardly„moved at his request. 

“ Ow! ’ere comes the Jetty-tory,” said Mrs: Jenkins; 
“ mine ’e doesn’t fall ’imself and break ’is bones. 
’Ere’s ole four-eyes ! Ugh ! ” 

Here’s Jonah ! ” said * 1 Sydney Bob to Horatio 
Beady. ' , * r 

“ Bleedin’ bad for Pat ’Udson,” whispered Beady. 

The Doctor pushed through the crowd, and, took 
a momentary look at the recumbent figuie ; then he 
darted into lus surgery near by< for bandages and* a 
probe and some drugs. The north-country miner 
was stanching the trickling blood with the sleeve 
torn from hfs‘o\vn shirt ; handkerchiefs there seemed 
to be none at first ( :imong emigrants or ‘crew. But 
Dominick D’Arcy, who had managed to get pear the 
unconscious man, produced his, x and assisted the 
north-countryman to bathe the wounded place. 
And an Irishwoman had fetched some water in a basin, 
all her day’s allowance, and a ragged cotton under¬ 
garment, whi:h she was tearing up for a bandage. 
The chief mate’had gone to* the, paint locker for a can 
of turpentine. When the Doctor reappeared there 
was a general murmur. They mostly seemed re¬ 
luctant to let him assist at all. 

“ Now, you people, makb way the^e, I tell you ! ” 
said the medical officer. “Let nie get at’him. Hold 
up his head, one of you ; sit liim up, high up ! ” 

“ Noa ! a’s a-coomip’ fount!; I’ll no’ let thou touch 
’im saieje the mail. 

“ Turpentine is the A i cure for cuts! Put some 
turps on the rag ! ” said the chief mhte, reappearing. 

“Come,” said Dr. Clyster, “let me get at th? poor 
man.” 
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“ Tell ’im to go aifd git some more water^from the 
fust-class* cabing ! We ain't got miffin' to spare same 
as *e ’as,‘livin’ and drinkin’ like a lord ! ” said Mrs. • 
Jenkins. 

“ Jonah! M cried a*voice. t 

“ I’ll report any # man to .the Captain # who disobeys 
me ? ” cried the. Doctor sharply. “ J wilT not be 
obstructed inmiy duty ! ” « 

Report V//,” said Beady, \mder his breath. 

‘‘Faith! the poor kilt «YTan will soon be reported 
in heaven itself if they let tl^at ould onbeJieving bone- 
setter get at him! ” said the Irishman wearing the • 
tall hat with fish-scales sticking to, the faded nap 
of it. . 

“ I’ll rfo’ let thou coom anigh ’im,” sdid the ipiner. 

“Shove out yer two fingers at die four-eyes, like 
this ’ere !said. Mrs. Jenkins, holding out her hand, 
as Hudson opened his eyes with a sigh, and closed 
them again. 

The north-couAtryman fook the can of turpentine 
and poured some out into^his big lian^'and smelt it 
critically. # ^ *' 

“ If you^lon’t allow me to examine the wound , 5 nd 
dress it,” said the Do^or calmly, “ I shall have you 
all reported and punished.” 

“ He-lie-I iq ! ” *lauejlied fes. Jenkins ; “it’s only 
a scratch, aftter all! • 4 

She had seen that Hudson was recovering con¬ 
sciousness. He had brought th 4 accident* on himself, 
that was certains but she felt that othys looked 
upon herself as in part causing it. . 

Dominick D’Arcy left off bathing the .wound with 
the cupful of cold water, njw of a de£p red colour, 
and tearing a bandage from the garment which the* 
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irishwoman had fpven him, lie staked it in the tur¬ 
pentine. The miner was directing operations. The 
bleeding had nearly ceased. # ‘ 

44 Is that you, Dominick ? ” said Hudson, opening 
his eyes and closing them again. x Dominick wrapped 
the bandage around his .head. The .wounded man 
drew in Iks breath sh/irply as if witli .sudden pain, r 
“ Doctors! *Dang ’em all! they knaws nowt,” 
said the* ncVth-countryman. “Me an’ thou ? la t d, .’11 
taak ’im oop an’ laay ’im his bed.” 

“True fof^ you ! I wouldn’t»let that horse-leech 
( lay a hand on him, though he’s the Doctor, mauryah ! 
Them sailor chaps are right enough. A man w r ould 
have little cliance if lie had the doct arm’ of him ! ” 
said the man Kith tly? tall hat. 

“*A‘h l lef me get up,” said Hudson, opening Jiis'oyes 
again*. “ I feel—better now—ah L” and lib shut his 
eyes again. 

44 Will you let hie attend to him— iot the last time ? ” 
cried the medical officer, holding nn the probe and 
the bottlgs^and bandages. 

“ No } ” cried twenty 'voices, seeing Hudson’s 
recovery, and growing bolder still with the allaying 
of their own fears respecting deatlp 

The Doctor looked at the crowd, and then $t the 
two mates—Mr. Shackle/, standing beside Hudson 
with the turpentine-can in h t is liQ.hd ; and'Mr. Parrish, 
who had how come on deck to relieve*his superior. 
The chief mate, aftfi; 'a steady look at Hudson’s 
qui-Veri/ig ^eyelids, indicating liis reawakening con¬ 
sciousness, and at the operations for his relief, gave 
the can to a. boy, and began to discuss the universal 
merits of turpentine with his subordinate. * 

The Doctor had*"a very strong diflike foi* personal 
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tyranny. Being a t^ill, n^ddle-agec^man, of powerful 
physiqug and sound constitution, the result of many 
years of. regular gymnastic exercise, the onty weak 
part in his whole physical system were his eyes, on 
account of which £>e had retired from the Navy ; 
and perhaps that weakness was the chief cause of his 
liking for a peaceful solution of all personal ^problems. 
A toy at school,* wearing spectacles for constitutional 
weak sight, had once received a blow 7 from Benjamin 
Clyster's youthful fist which had sh^tteWd fhe lenses 
oS the other boy’s spectacles, and cut life cheek-bone 
as well as the hand of tkc striker* Me had never 
forgotten the incident ; and lf very slight scar, still* 
remaining on one of his thumb-knuckles, was a per¬ 
petual reminder to the surgeon that peace was pre- 
fera*ble to war—when one had to*do one 3 # own fighting 
—and*tluit his own place was the cockpit whereto all 
figliting gravitated. 

Dr. Clyster looked at the two mgtes standing side 
by side, and pushed his ^old-rimmed spectacles # with 
his extended forefinger and thumb firmly back on 
liis nose, and throwing b<\ck his hcad4jo get a distinct 
image on the retinae of his eyes, he said — 

“ Mr. Shackley, ’as medical officer df this *ship, 
I appeal to you To ardor these men to allow me to 
do ihy duty, and apply 4he necessary remedies and 
restorative*" to—er—•this—er—case —er— casualty— 
one of contusion and extravasation, aggravated by 
the treatment of thc^e ignorant people. Syncope 
may supervene at aftiy mqpiefn^, %nd—er ” ^ 

Said Mr. Parrish unheeding : “ You’rA right,' Mr. 
Shackley, sir ; Lrcckon tufps and Bpsom salts J d cure 
any but one complaint on land of sea, ! ” He had 
nam?d *>ne complaint that*alone Jdiese remedies could 
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not cure • and sujfi a disease! always excites merriment 
aboard snip. 

The*mate turned away laughing, the secpnd mate 
following. The people on the main deck grew bolder, 
and cries of “ Don’t let him doctor the man ; sure, 
he’ll die if Jonah gets at h;m ! ” and, “ The man’s all 
right, so he is^! ” and, “ Time enovgh for the Doctor 
when Mr/' Hudson gets well again 1 ” and the like 
expressions^ of want of confidence" in Dr. Clyster’s 
restorative |cience. 

The nortf ^country mine! said that he had cured 
the cut whiclt his own head had received with a “bit 
,0’ plaaster ”; or it would never hdve be£n cured at all, 
he reckoned; and no “Joaana” should touch the 
man who had given ‘him the neatest fall that he, 
Davy v ArmsUCng, hard ever got in his life. He 4 iad 
always a kind fueling for a man that co\ild* throw 
him I " * 

“ Whom did y % ou say ? I think I feel well enough 
to stand up now,” said Hudson faintly, but still with 
his eyes shut. He was confused in his mind, and was 
longing to-be *i£tt alone. \\ r as it Jonah or Joanna the 
than, said ? He put up his hand to the cold wet 
bandage anti smarting temple, which the Afresh cool 
trade wind, increasing in strength 'hourly, kept as it 
seemed quite icy outside, apd left fiery beneath. ’ 

“ Has the bleeding stopped ?.” he* said^ sliding his 
legs gently, off the hatch, liis'body supported by Davy 
Armstrong and Dominicl^D’^rcy. 

“Aye, lad, it w^ri/t* but nowt of a crack; thet 
Doctor,* a #iaws naw moor nor an aiss. Thou be all 
roight, lad ! * Coom, rest to me - ! ” , 

“ I shall have to make it my painful duty to report 
all of you to the Captain,”,said the Doctor. 
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“ I wish as ’ow somebody’d repbjt we ain’t got n6 
water to drink ! ” safd Mrs. Jenkins. . I 

“ Hulloa, Doctor, is that you ? ” said Hudson-feebly. 

“ I feel a*bit shaky. Help me up the ladder, will you ? 

I am going to lie down ! ” 

The steward had appeared on the scene with a wine¬ 
glass of neat rum. m 

No ! don’t drhik that ! ” sajd the Dq.cor ; “ no 
alcohol, Mr. Hudson ! ” * 

“ Ach! isn’t he a begrutlgin’ owld f armudgeon, 
tfyen ! ” said an Irishwomans. * j, 

“ But come to thfe saloon, out of thi„ cold breeze, 
if you don’t uant erysipelas ! # Let me assist you ! ” # 
And the Doctor offered his arm. 

“ Me and 0 this lad ’ll do that,”-said the miner roughly, 
pushing*the surgeon aside. • 

“ Awsk the lydy to nuss ’im! ” <ftried Mrs. Jcflkins 
derisively. . 

Armstrong and Dominick D’Arcy assisted Hudson 
to mount the ladder, and then escorted him, between 
murmurs of condolences rfiom the young womdh on 
the poop, to the saloon companion-wat, JJic Doctor, 
with his bandages and "bottles, following belvjp^ i Rs “ 
wa*dly indignant and contemptuous, outward! y # T;alm 
and indifferent. • 

k r 

“ You would all be court-martialled if you were in 
the Royal Navy*” he $aid. 

At the door of tlua salmon companion the two other 
mates*were* standing, and each felt it incumbent to 
express his sympathy, # in snoi|j: seaman-like phrases.. 
Hudson was about to descend when he was cgnfvontfcdat 
the door by the Captaili, who had ju§t ascended. Miss 
Palgrave, at the bottom of the companion, was follow¬ 
ing with her brother, carrying his pairiting materials. 
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* “ Good God (AJmightyf Wt»at in thunder has 

happened now ? ” cried the master, making way for 
his third mate. “Look out, down there,! Here’s 
a wounded man coming do\Vn ! I’ll put the man in 
irons that struck you ! ” « 

• Miss Palgrave and her ‘brother stepped back into 
the saloon. * 1 * 

The Doctor had his report ready ‘on his lips ; but 
he remembered just in tiine that he was not on speaking 
terms with\ 4 :he-Captain,^so he remained, silfcnti At 
this—an unexpected halt in the development of the 
incident—the last vestige of his authority in the minds 
•'of the miner and the others standing near disappeared. 

“ Oh ! let,me help you down, do ! ” said Constance 
Palgrave, stepping up toward Hudson. “ Poqr fellow ! 
What.has h^pened r ” ^ 

“ Aye ! taak fiis arm, lass,” said the miner, re¬ 
leasing Hudson. 

“ I’ll leave yov now, Pat,” said Dominick D’Arcy ; 
“ yop’ll be well attended to now, I don’t doubt.” 
He gave Constance Palgrave an ardent but respectful 
glance. ’ * « 

‘Vi frf'’ said Hudson feebly, his brain swimming, but 

smilmg at Constance, “ don’t you envy me, Dominick ? ” 

•» 

“When pain and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering angel*thou ! ” . 

4 

quoted Dominick. “ Of cdhrse* I envy you, Pat ; 
who wouldn’t, indeed ! ^Good-bye ! Good-bye, Miss 
Palgj-ave ! Ah ! ” ' ' , 

“'Hcsigfcs as if he were suffering himself!” said 
Miss Palgrave, smiling. 4 

“ I can’t say that"I envy Dominick. His wound is 
invisible ! ” murmured Hudson. 
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“ Pooh ! ” responded Constance i $ “ let {iim find, 
a plaster jn his music, Paddy.” 

“ Here,, you main-deck emigrant people, dff the 
poop with you ! ” cried* the Captain, at the door • 
above. Now, Mr.^Shackley, tell me what all this 
is about! I’ll put the nutn in irons, officer or able 
seagian, cook or carpenter, who has struck my third 
mate, I tell you. * Below there ! • Mr. Hudson ! mind 
the steps, sir! field him tight, Miss vAgrave, my 
dear I Mr. Hudson, you are released, fror duty until 
fufther orders. I'll come down and see /iow you are 
doing presently. Now, Mr. Shackley i ”• 

“ Just a little accident, sir, ifothing else,” said the* 
mate who forthwith explained the wholp,incident. 

“ Oh l 0 A 4 ia ! Jonah’s brought more bad luck to 
the .fhip, has he ? ” cried the Captain. 

The ‘Doctor had followed Hudson down the com- 

» * 

panion ladder. * The master and the mate remained 
on deck discussing the accident. Dominick D’Arcy 
and the north-country miner had left the poop. # All 
the girls went below to their suppei and to tell the 
matron and the others th^ news, whwh, h'J the com¬ 
parative rarity of such on shipboard, became magnified 
into* an event of universal importance. 

Miss Palgrave niTidr iittle of the wound. 

“ You are simply chaining when you are pale, 
with your eyes half,closed ! Lorinzetti or Francesco 
Vanni would have rnA.de A saint out of you „ if you had 
lived four hundred yeai^ agf in Italy. The pirate is 
a saint at war with* convtsntibi*. #The gentle pirate ! 
The true pirate is always aristocratic ; tl«at -is what 
distinguishes him from the' marauder. Lean on my 
shoulder! Now, Eustace, take * Mr. 9 Hudson’s left 
arm ! # Doctor, come along with those bottles of 
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' yours ! ’’ She lobbied away like an artificial runnel 
over tha pebbles in a mandarines garden. 

“ Give Mr. Hudson a drop of brandy, down there ! ” 
shouted the master at the open skylight. Captain 
Jessup was waiting for the surgeon to leave his patient 
before he descended. 

“ The very worst thing you copld give him,” said 
the Do&^r contemptuously. “'He must have no 
stimulantsi whatever, Miss Palgrave. We must keep 
his head at cool as possible.” 

“Oh! w* shall trust "to you, Doctor, of course,” 
said ConstaK-e. “ Come and he'ip Mr. Hudson to get 
into his bunk. Steward, we shall v\ant you too; 
there are no sheets on his bed. \Vhat ! a straw pallet, 
flattened down to the boards, and a ragged old rug ! 
I can’t allow that. * Fetch that under-mattress, the 
soft wool-and-ha\r one, from my bed, and one of my 
spare 1 blankets, steward ; quick ! And I’ll trouble 
you for a pair of sheets, Eustace ; you have plenty.” 

Hudson was soon lying between clean sheets on 
the softest bed he had known for a l6ng time; and the 
Doctor h;. v d darefully dressed the contused and broken 
flesliTli^und. The bone was uninjured ; but the con¬ 
cuss; on had been sufficiently violent to ma'ke it prob¬ 
able to the surgeon that the v b>ain would require 
several days of rest, and the body’s diet careful at¬ 
tention, too. , 

“ Above all! ” said tin Doctor, “ no alcohol! 
When I was in the Roy?J Navy—no matter—he must 
have .rest how. Will you stay .with him, Miss Pal- 
gra^e? t ” # 

“ Certainly, Doctor. I am* going to sit here and 
read while he sleeps.” 

“ Right! ” said the Dqctor. “ I am goiqg to my 
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surgery. I am feeling hungry. Wfcat is for tea, or J 
supper, or whatever 'they call it in*these/yierchant * 
ships ? We are always an hour late on Sundays ! 
Shall be ba'-k in an hour to receive the nurse’s report. , 
Don’t worry him w r ith questions about what he wants ; 
but just sit still and read.”* 

“ I’ll be as qniet # as a mouse,” said Miss Palgrave ; 

“ aifd, Eustace, yeirgo on n eck and work a^rCybele, if 
she’s on deck.* It-will be dark soon. We fion’t w r ant 
you! The steward can get* me anything I want. 

I sjiall find him in the 'gantfy; and if I <jpn’t, I can 
get it myself.” 4 

The Doctor .'departed, after begging biscuits 
with butter between them from the steward. “Work 
makes one hjingiy,” he explained. 

“ You *don’t want anything,” said Eastace to his 
sister ; •“ you’ve got to sit still and do nothing ; * ctolcc 
far nicnte all the time ; how delightful. Upofi my 
word, I must mane a study of his head in the morning 
with that bandage around it like a turban. Take care 
of the dear maft, Constance. Here’s the Capt&in ; 
he looks angry.” ^ ^ 

Mr. Palgrave stood aside for the Captain,_The 

latter halted at the «door beside Miss Palgrave, ;who 
was sitting outside.th^, berth on a canvas deck-chair. 

“ Sir! he’s falling asleep^ Captain ! ” 

“ A little braiKly——” said the Captain in a hall- 
whisper. / \ 9 

“ No* thank you, sir ! ” caye from the bunk feebly. 
“Well, you’re in *thaf Jonahs hands,'my lad, so 
make up your mind to get well "as soon as *$ou 
can ! You needn’t kfcep your wa^ch tiff you feel 
quite well again. Was it a bolt yon struck, or 
what ♦ ” 
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“ Th^iron collar of the mooring bits, sir, I think. I 
want to^leep now.” 

“ There’s nothing but bad luck about lately,” 
said the Captain. “ Who is to serve out stores now ? 
Mr. Parrish has all the paints and oils and gear in his 
charge, and he must keep his watch. Mr. Sinckley is 
out of the question, of course ; and I can’t trust a man 
like the^bos’n. I 3 11 do it myself! Where’s your 
book ? L. the desk here ; all right, here it is ! The 
steward aigd I will manage it,between us till you are 
on your le;s again. No^ the steward has too much 
to do already. I’ll do it mysell'. No ! I’ll keep Mr. 
Parrish’s watch, and he can do t'he stofcs ! ” 

“ Mr. Hu4 son will be well again to-morrow. Cap¬ 
tain,” said Miss Pa!grave. 

“I woift Jet him" go on deck for a week,” said the 
master. “ His head must have rest. When a man’s 

t 

been knocked senseless he wants /est, I tell } T ou. 
I won’t have mv third mate on deck for a week, my 
dear ; and if you will be so kind, my dear young lady, 

■t , | 

to read to him when he gets better, he won’t feel the 
confinement. «Mr. Parris]* and I will attend to the 
emigrants. But I won’t have my best officer troubling 
his ihead aoout anything for a Week, a whole week.— 
How much water are you allowing Them, Mr. Hudson ? 
Is it a pint ? What a condenser !—I say a whole week. 
It takes a w r eek for the head tc come round again.” 

“ Good Heavens ! ” muttered Hudson sleepily. 

“ Never you mind, n y lad. You take your rest; 
you?! pull round ngiin in spite of that Jonah who 
was chucked out of the Royal Navy, I suppose, for 
incompetence. Oh, my back ! d—n—it er—excuse an 
old sailor, Miss Paigrave. I Wouldn’t let him doctor 
me; no, not to be First Lord of the Admi r alty, nor 
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owner of this ship ! ^Tou tfe good look^fter my *, 
third mate, won’t you, my dear young lacfy, while 
we attend to the emigrants’ provisions ? When 
a man’s been knocked senseless, I say, when he’s 
had his brains addled by a shock, he’s in need of rest, 
and all kinds of poise disturbs him. I won’t have any 
of the men shouting on the poop for a week. They’ll 
have to pull without singing on tiie ropes. I’ll chalk 
a line all round the top of this berth on the c/eck above, 
and if I iatch a man walking there with hj> boots on, 
or !1 gal either, I'll taj and feather ’em.—Act me see ! 
a barrel of pork contains fifty-two four-pound pieces ; 
to-morrow’ll be Monday.—I won’t have anybody in 
the saloon talking above a whisper within ten yards 
of this dcior f When an officer oi mine needs care and 
rest, I’ll make it my duty to see that lie gets-h, if 
I have to do his wo;\k myself ; that’s me, miss. „Rest 
is what he wafits. He must have plenty of sleep, 
and 1 think a little drop of brandy vould do him no 
harm,—There’re Jour hundred gallons to a No. 3 £ank 
of water, and we’re getting less than half a tank per 
day ; three hundred and viighty-four ration*less seven 
men (the best seven in the shipj—that’s three ^ev^nty- 
seven into, say, or 2-fifty gallons—won’t go-” * 

Hudson, whose lieaa was aching terribly, attempted 
a snore as if he were asleep, and Miss Palgrave looked 
at the Captain, and wintered— 

“ Ga a wav, Captain dear; he’s asleep .now; we 
must not disturb him ! 

“ Oh, no 1 we w’ouldn’t do* t*iat for anything,” 
whispered the master, # turning away. u If , he wakes 
and wants a drink or anything, you*call*the steward 
and Jell him to get it, there’s a good* young lady. 
There’s %io allowance in thfe salopn ; full and plenty, 
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' you knqf-\ CoiTe, Mr. Palgrav^ ! you’ll disturb the 
third mate.—There are three and a half bushels of 

r 

pease to the half-hogshead, and to-moiVow ’ll be 
pea-soup day—three seventy-seven into three and a 
half-” 

But Mr, Palgrave had gone away at the beginning 
of the Cvptafri’s harangue, and was, now on the poop 
painting, ^vhdre the master presently found him, 
and to whom he began* afresh to expatiate about his 
third mat& The defective condenser was another 
matter thatyhe master began to fear was even of more 
importance than a subordinate officer’s ^broken head. 

When the Captain had left the saloon, Miss Palgrave 
looked around to see if the steward was present; but 
the negro had gone, forward to discuss the * event of 
the .afternoon wit,h the cook. She stepped softly into 
the berth, and bent her head above the apparently 
sleeping man’s. Then his eyes opened, and she pressed 
her lips to his. ' 

Ho smiled feebly and closed his eyes again. Again 
she kissed his» lips, but said nothing. Then she picked 
up a book'from' the floor a*ud o^ept out of the berth, 
and regained her deck-chair. It* was one of. the books 
she had lent Hudson, and the one l^e had been reading 
the preceding night lying in his bunk in the next berth. 
She had read it before, but never before had the un¬ 
conscious humour of its writer amused hereto such an 
extent. In a few minutes she was shaking with 
suppressed laughter. Wien the steward later on rang 
the*!*?]] for the salotn'tea, having noiselessly prepared 
the table/she put down the* book. The Captain’s 
voice shouting dbWn the skylight td the steward not 
to ring the bell at all, as it would disturb thei third 
mate, caused Constance to 1 look at the face of The man 

' 4 
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lying in his berth. Re wa'sTying on ; Jiis sidflooking > 
intently at her, and already feeling his hea^ clearer 
, after his h«df-hour’s peaceful slumber. 

“ What are you reading—Constance ? ” 

“ (Sh! the steward!) An amusing book, Mr. 
Hudson.” 

« 

“ Is that the book about a—kiss ? ” 

* , *■ 

She nodded her head, her eyes full oi shallow 
laughter. # 

“ What do .you think of it ? ” 

4 “'Most amusing.” 4 • 

“ Was that the cabin tea-b'ell, a moment ago ? ” 
u Yes ; ydu shall have a cup id a minute.” 

“ Hgs the steward’gone forward now,. for the tea¬ 
pot and the toast ? ” 

She* nodded again. They looked intently at «e$ch 
other—tlie*man of piany moods and the woman of 
• one. 

“ And is there nobody in the cabin^yet ? ” 

She shook her head, and said, “ They will all follow 
the teapot.” 

“ Then come and kiss mt till the teapot afrives ! ” 

“ You really mean it, Paddy j You really warn* tne 
to ? 

“ Yes ! ” 




She listened for a moment; there was no footfall 

* 1 


at the companion ladder ; then she stepped into the 
berth, apd he put his arms around her neck', and she 
kissed him. " m * 


“You are asking rfie to «comihit» a carnal sir^de¬ 
liberately and inexcusably ! ” she said, quoting from 
the book. He held her fact? to his, *and kissed her 
passionately. 

“ Ah! »you sweet little dfevil! ” he said; “ 


now 
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go, I hfir the steward ooming. Fortunately he is 
wearing ■‘•his Sunday boots, as well as his qollar, and 
we crin hear him a long way off.” 

“ Is that the way you kissed Joanna ? ” said Miss 
Palgrave. 

‘‘You will make me believe that I did presently,” 
he replied. - 

“ Belize that yoa did what ? " 

“ Sin by kissing her,” said Hudson. 

She liad^regained her chair paid the book. 

Constant repeated the word “ Joanna ” to herself 
several time's ; then she said conclusively— 

“ Ah ! you're a diar wicked man—you were afraid 
to ! Sh ! sh ! the steward again. A cup of tea, Mr. 
Hudson ? Here come the Doctor and the others. 
Doctor, wi]l‘tea hurt your patient ? ” 

“ Not at all, 1 said the Doctor, sitting down at 
the cabin table and filling his plate with cold ham; 
“ not at all; you may give him as much tea as he 
likes. Tea, my dear young lady, contains, as its 
active principle, an alkaloid called theine, composed 
of carbdn, hydrogen, oxygen, and nitrogen. Its 
chemical formula is C 8 H 1(1 N 4 0 2 , and it is a stimu¬ 
lant both gentle and agreeable in its ehects. Stiange 
to relate, the anthropoid apos^m cousins, so to say, 
show as much liking for thii> beverage as we do. When 
I was in the Navy I knew a moot intelligent monkey— 
a male chimpanzee he was^—who,- er—not too strong, 
if you please, steward jr—who was as fund of tea as 
mysrlf. He exhibited other traits too, quite as 
human a° that. You see, there was another chim¬ 
panzee on the ship, whoger-” 

“A female chimpanzee, Doctor ?—Give me the 
cup, please; and some buttered toast, 0 steward; 
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thank you. A female or,.another male chimpanzee, 
Doctor ? ” 

“ I must tell you no more,” said the Doctor, laugh¬ 
ing. 

“ You disappointing scientist! ” said Miss Palgrave, 
taking the cup of tea and the toast to Mr. Hudson’s 
berth. 

You dear, wicked chimpanzjee ! ’* she whispered, 
as she-handed him the cup ; 44 how I love you l ” 



CHAPTER x 


T , * 

HE breeze blew, strong from the cast-south-ehst, 
and C.ose-liauk'd to the trade wind the Young 
Pretender rr^ade a good southerly course. The third 
mate kept to his berth, if not ^strictly to liis bunk, ^as 
the Captain nad commanded. Patrick Hudson could 
exemplify with " natural aptitude the. rover’s easy 
declination into sheer luafery, whenever the tempta¬ 
tion and opportunity, came for him to slide. 'And, 
by the same token, he could exhibit a sudden burst 
of reactionary energy when loafery relaxed <:ts se¬ 
ductive embrace. That Captain Jessup should over¬ 
work himself attending to the stores, while he, the 

t - i 

subordinate, lay there reading novels and conversing 
with*the most charming animal he had ever known, 
amused, though it did not surprise the adventurous 
seamaji. ,He had been shipmate once with a captain 
who* insisted on doing the cooking ; and with another 
w'ho patched the sails, and went t aloft to furl the 
main skysail; and yet another—the master of 
a full-rigged ship—who holystoned The main deck 
and sang songs in the forecastle. The sea-king 
may do what he wills; >hc is above the daw. 1 That 
the majority of masters in the merchant service 
preserve, the dignity of their Board of Trade station 
in life is £ statement th^J suggests exceptions. To 
little extent Captain Jessup was one of these excep¬ 
tions ; but an exception ^nyvvay that was amtUsing 
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to both Hudson and Constance Paj^rave ; Jand even* 
to the ship’s surgeon, whose equanimity# was not 
shaken by the growing dislike to himself everywhere 
shown aboard, from Captain to little ’Tonio Jenkins* 
(on behalf of his mother). 

IV. Clyster, after two or three dressings of Hudson’s 
wounded head with boracic ointment (which the 
Captain wiped off afterwards, with cottov.wool from 
the ship’s medicine-chest), told the third mate that 
there wets nothing to hinder fiim doing as much w T ork 
as*he might choosy to do; and Hudson agreed— 
with lazy assurance and mock regretf-that tliere w ? as 
nothing—nothing except the brders of the Captain,* 
and obey orders if you break owners! ”*said Patrick 
Hudson, # sti*tclung himself in bed, and puffing aw T ay 
at lift pipe in perfect contentment^ Neijther Doctor 
nor Captajn attempted to break the long silence and 
mutual contempt existing between them, though they 
had met several times of late at the«door of Hudson's 


berth. Though the Captain was not speaking to 
the Doctor, Hudson knew that he was qften speaking 


a 


at him.” 


When the nipster said for the*fenth time 


in as many minutes, with grotesque emphasis,* Jhat 
he, \he master of the ship Young Pretender, chartered 
by the New r SoutlT Yi'iles Emigration Office; that he, 
Captain Jcs&up fc extra-mesier by Board of Trade 
certificate of compeJ«icy, with all the qualifications 
necessity lor correctfng tno deviation of the, compass, 
or preventing scurvyor Sontracting .a bottomry 
bond ; when he, lawful master, «ii$.d ordered his^tliird 
mate complete rest and special diet, no ratter how 
the latter felt, ke would have his* orders obeyed ; 
therewas little doubt indeed that the Doctor w r as as 
much injhis mind as his third rnat£, and that he wished 
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‘to pampei one t</the cha^Vin of* the other. But the 
other mdxly shrugged his shoulders indifferently, 
and smiled at Hudson with a bland and fqrbearable 


'expression, pushing on his* gold-mounted spectacles 
with his characteristic gesture as he threw back his 
head. These merchant-service sailing-masters with 

the airs of commanders ! 'Pooh ! 4 

• > 1 

As the days‘passed and the weather prew rougher 
and colder, and his third mate’s wound rapidly healed, 
and the master’s own temporary disorder 'of "body 
disappeared^ his manner was ^harsher toward his 
crew. At the same time*' the discipline grew daily 
'more lax than before.* Hudson could hear them surg¬ 
ing above hi* head a rough doggerel ditty which usually 
signifies discontent aboard ship, beginning, “ What’s 
the use of growling when you know you get *your 
whack ? ” Twice of late the crew had all. come aft 
in a body to demand sufficient wider, u according 
to the Act ” ; and once they had demanded more meat 


too. „ The avoidable shortage of meat, for all hands, 
emigrants angi crew, had come about by an error in 


the calculation for such a larpe number, by the Captain 

and Mr. 'Parrish, the first day of their administration 
. ; * 4 * «' « 
m the store-room. 


So, while Hudson was lying obediently quiescent in 
his bunk, or lolling in Miss Palgrave’s deck-chair, 
which she had brought to his b$:rth, and read book 
after book* or listened to fl/fiss Palgrave readipg, the 
temper of not only mastei^and grew, but of the majority 
of the emigrants, rvplcfly disimpfoved, verging daily 
toward 'mp.chief, which, like Ben Jonson’s arch-hag, 
is begotten ’ by ‘and through ^ ignorance, suspicion, 
slander, and* bitterness, successively. Ignorapt of 
the construction of # a condensing apparatus and of 



“ACT OF GOD^’ 357 

£ 

a donkey-engine b<^ ; ler, of its^ invisible defects* 
they began to accuse the Captain of a delifce to save 
fuel wherewith to stoke it. But the donkey-engine 
which was connected with the condensing apparatus 
was old, half as o]*l as the ship herself, and almost 
useless for its purpose no\£. A few brass fittings and 
soipe green paint had helped it to pass the surveyor in 
London; but \ts internal arrangements were in 
a state of rapid decay. The engineer (as he was 
termed *on .the muster-roll), a young man \vho had 
drtven a stationaryj engine for a building contractoi 
before he came on board—an cmignvnt, like the rest, 
brPt in receipt of small wages* for his services—had 
neither the knowledge nor the tools to p*ake good the 
defects, # evc*i had there been proper material. There 
were* bolt nuts, and an extra water-gauge glass^ and 
even safety-valve .weights in the tool-box, but no 
spare boiler-1<5 hes to replace those which the salt 
water had beer corroding for year#. Some of these 
tubes the young man had removed and stopped with 
pieces of iron plating, thus reducing tl^p heating sur¬ 
face of the boiler ; but the supply pump *fcas always 
getting out of order as ■well. The consequence of 
this state of mishap was that the ration of one* pint 
per day had to reduced to three-quarters, and 
eventually to half a pint. There was no more rain, 
and no more washing «of clothes, nor even of faces now, 
in fre$h water, except m the forecastle, .where men 
like Sydney Bob, arn^ Bill*the quarter-master, and 
Olson the Norwegian, all wasfied # themsclves inm jpint 
allowance; and then J heir*wardrobe, beg^mlng with 
shirts and ending with socks, the orthodox forecastle 
precedence and sequence. 

“ If this goes on,’ 7 said the Captain to Mr. Shackley, 
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•“ we shall have V J make St. Helrna, and that means 
beating tl- windward now ; or else we shall* have to 
touch # at Tristan, and fill up every tank and barrel 
•and bucket and old Jonah's medicine-bottle in the 
ship ! ” * 

■“ You think it better to'stand on, six ? ” Sftaddcy 
poked his chin out. 

“Why, ^es,*Mr. 9'hackley ; and pf that condenser 
gives out, we have the nyiiti tanks with the Plymouth 
water, which we«are using in the cabin ; they are gqod 
for three days at a pint for- tl/ree-seven-seven, §ix 
days at half a pint. I sounded the well yesterday 
'myself ; they’re almost half full.” ’ ' n 

“ It would ,take us a fortnight to beat up to St. 
Helena,” said the mate, “so we had better stand on 
so, heading up as, high as Tristan, as we are already ; 
and wg might be there in a week or. ten days*at most.” 

“ Aye ! but they know we are not*far (as distance 
goes) from St. Helena. I saw one of those emigrant 
men,yesterday with a map out of, a school atlas; 
he got the latitude and longitude of the ship from the 
steward, T'suppose. Why, *St. Jlelena's dead in our 
teetji" right in the wind’s eye ! We had better t let 
them believe we are tnang to save the coal for stoking 

that - fixing of a condenser. You can’t trust 

’em, these fellows; they might turn,out worse than 
the sailormen. The crew dp kliyw something about 
winds and-currents and such-like* lint those wild Irish 
beggars might get a craiy fit,, on ’em ! ’fliey might 
corue lift again in a, body and shout for St. Helena! 
They arte jjM from inland places,, I believe. Keep your 
pistols in your pocket, Mr. Shackley, like I do ; we 
may have to skeer ’em a bit ! ” t 

“’Ow’rn I goin’ ty givd the kid ’is barthmow?” 
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said Mrs. Jenkins to a g^oup of ^ien onf morning 
loud enough for all those on the main d&k to hear. 
“ ’Ow aiji I, I sy ? Let ole slave-driver arnser that! 
My Tonio ain’t ’ad ’is barth since we started, ’cept 
the wettin’s ’e usefc to git in them doldyums. I wos 
brought up clean, I wos !* While we pore respectible 
wijnmcn ’re dyin* for worter—yas, and grub too— 
Capting Dishup* or Jissup, or wotevei they corls ’im, 
is pettin’ ’em in the cubing^ I wish as ’ow pore Mr. 
Sumntyville ’d come back to life agen; but ’e’s in 
’caving now! I says*this is a rotting ship; it ain’t 
fit for clean respectible married wiyimen, like orl of 
uf ’ere. i pities you pore sailfir fellers, with no sorft 
tack, but only that rotting biskit' fyll of maggits. 
Wy dog’t Jvr make ’em give yer bread wot yer can 
heat”, you fellers ; you ain’t slaves, arg yer ^ ’Ow 
yer pore*throats must be burnin’ for a drink gf fresh 
worter, wen /' T e finished yer ’lowance ! I spose they 
’as enough werter in the cubing^ wot? Yas, you 

take my - word they ’ave ! An’ wy ? \ says, 

wy ? Cos there's a lydv dalin tjjere! O my 
God, wot a lydy! H'-he-he-he ! • Oh % 5* as • there 
ain’t no short 'lowance dahn there, wot, bOys r ? ^ Yer 
needn’t go away, "Mister Dee’arcy ! I*ain’t a-goin* 
to say nothin’ aT>j^t yer pore innercent sister as is 
sufferin’ like orl of us ! And I likes ver becorse yer 
eddicated like myjj>(4f. G'blymee / if I was a man 
I’d ’aye iny rights'!* Wbt are you sailor fellers a-doin* 
of, hay ? "Wot’re all you nice young engimigint fellers 
goin’ to do, hay*? Wot arc # we pore respectible 
wiinmen a-goin’* to do, hajr ? If we ain’t got nobidy 
to protect us, hay ? Wot ? TliaUhtsbin’m mine ain’t 

no gpod, or Vd ’ave d-soon put thd kybosli on ’em 

all wofr’s starvin’ us to dc&th lij^e—like-” 
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? Analogy was rpt Mrs. Jenkins’s strong point, so 
on this ocWsion she was compelled to come to an 
abrupt' stop. Though the majority of the young 
Irish emigrants, despite their dissatisfaction, were 
more amused at her outbursts than otherwise affected 
by them, yet many of thd British in the crew were 
stirred to the.depths of a constant and yet strange 
antagonism, which is ever lurking fn the hearts of 
those who are ruled for those who rule them, whatever 
be the nationality. If there was water to be got th,ey 
would have it ; they had right pn their side, right 
by Act of Parliament, which created their scale of 
provisions. They no longer sang— * 

What’s the use of growling when you know you ge^ your whack 

Of limejuice and »inegar<iccording to the Ack? ' % 


They went aft in a body more than once, as stated, 
and formulated their demands with mudi u growling,” 
through Sydney Sob, who, having been reared in 
a part of the world where mutton was sold for two- 
pencc-halfpenny a pound, had an immeasurable 
contempt vor the value o^, provisions in general. 


Olsen the Norwegian was more philosophic ; he pointed 
out that their allowance of everything but water 


was according to scale, except *oft one day when 

a mistake had occurred, which had been rectified the 

* 

next day. He suggested that they should ask the 
Captain to .call at Tristan da Cifnha for water, and 
that the engineer would tell tljem that wftnt of coal 


was nut the, cause of $hl* dearth Of water. But the 

* * . 

emigrants themselves now’ began to clamour for St. 
Helena. One of *tke youfcg men said it was only 
about five handled* miles away, and New \ork, 


where his brother liyed, vas three thousand from 
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Ireland, and he had* got there in tyne da^%. Then^ 
the young men’s party fell out with th^/4orecastle 
malcontents, and accused all the sailormen of secretly 
siding with the officers, when the crew began to talk* 
about head winds and opposing currents, and that 
though "the Young Pretender could sail in the present 
fres}} breeze as fast* as any old broken-down Atlantic 
liner, such as the dne in which the"youn£*man’s brother 
had sailed in, yet beating ^gainst a wind was not 
making* & steady full-and-by course dike they were 
doifig now for Trist^i,'though that island w^is three 
times the distance of St. Helena awav* 

'Hie crew thereupon went aft* and demanded that • 
the Captain should ball at Tristan, hnd* the master 
promised* tlu?t if the condenser sjiould fail them any 
longer he intended to do so. The emigrants wenbifom 
suspicion to bitterness and slander. They accused 
the seamen of* having a secret understanding with 
the officers they suspected—an esprit de corps , as it 
were, which served thei^ own ends. Discussions, 
recriminations, and even fights were of .daily occur¬ 
rence, and the allowance. >of water \\*as recluced still 
further every second day. Th^n the main water fa»ks 
were drawn upon for general use, and the emigrants, 
“especially the marri^ folk, grew more bitter against 
the saloon passengers anti the officers when they 
compared its quality, * r itfy that which they had been 
hitherto efrinking. 0 Sirs.* Jenkins’s voice-could be 
heard abusfng the simoon with regular iteration 
and venom ; andjnAny other Vaises were now Stdded 
to hers, if not in harmqpy of sound, yet not ^n 'discord 

of sense. In the* married tmartere •there were also 

* ■* • ^ 

accusations of underhand dealing, among themselves. 
Indeed, 4he British master fnay Uave attempted, like 
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* other rulers, to poster internal c^scord for the general 
purposes ,v cf subjection ; or, at least, permitted such 
an opinion to gain strength for an identical purpose. 

' Certain of them were “ suspected ” of being favoured 
by the Captain every day when he superintended 
the weighing out of stores. But some of the •older 
Irish women* would say, with siMis and with more 
than an affectation ‘of resignation, ,such ( things as— 

“ Musha ! it’s the will of God ; if there’s not enough 
water, sure we'll have to go without. AVha/i in, the 
world \yould we be grumbling a£ when we can’t t*Urn 
things round just as we want them, anyway ? ” 

4 and, “ Ach ! such foolishness ! Hasn't the Captain 
the right to< d6 what he likes," then ? ” and,-“It’s 
a holy shame to heyir the way some of them do be 
going* on, find t,here’s enough for all, had wc only 
a little more tay of an evening.” . * 

With such women as these Mrs. Jenkins and her 
supporters werev constantly quarrelling. And the 
Italian Jenkins’s indifference to everything did but 
increase his »wife’s ire, especially as he had supplied 
some of tKe eldf-r Irish wonvn with tobacco on several 
occasions, and preferred their society to her own. 

Ift no place but on board a sailing-ship like the 
Young Pretender , part emignmt ship, part ocean 
packet, part cargo vessel, could tjiere have arisen 
such a complication of inier?‘sts, antagonisms, in¬ 
differences, as well as personal lovY)s and hates., within 
such a narrow compass of space and time. In two 
menths most of Uu! veneer of* conventional habits 

t * 

and customs had been rubbed away by the friction 

of close confmei lief it, and*men ynd women were reveal- 
§- • 

ing themselves to each other bare to the very soul. 
Yet, paradoxically, .the insignia of clothing*retained 
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its power while infi*.llcct* l Lost its distinction. Th@^ 
Captain’s* trim blue suit, “ brass-bound^* and his 
peaked c$p with the shipowner’s badge in front, 
which he had never neglected to wear (contrary to* 
the common custom among merchant-ship com¬ 
manded), were a force thatVas felt by all rather than 
adrrytted. Thouglf it was soon known‘that Captain 
Jessup, as well ds Mr. Shackley*. carried a revolver 
in his pocket, the badge ai^d button of authority, 
am^ng fchnvas cunarders and woollen guernseys and 
thc^ emigrants’ incf«ngi nous tweed suits, ^ r ere re¬ 
presentative of lawful rank, which, should occasion 
necessitate, could implacably legalize the use of* 
hidden weapons. T^e Doctor’s medical* knowledge, 
and authority 7 entirely based upn;| it, was of no repute 
at all among them ; and since the evening that Hudson 
had met with his accident the whole of them car the 
main deck treated it with open derision. Though a 
number of the male emigrants took no part in the 
recurring demonstrations qn the quarter-deck cgntra 
giibcrnationc , and bore their short allowcUice of water 
with sullen submission, t 1 ey refused also to come on 
deck to air # their quarters, as tjie Doctor hadT ordered 
in the beginning of the voyage. Some of the sftigle 
^mcn now passed wt^le days, and even nights, either 
lying*in their blanks or elje playing cards in the se¬ 
clusion of a blanketed corner of the forward ’tween- 
deck next the fore-peak’bulkhead on the -port side. 
A blanket had also begn hung against the bulkhead 
itself. Two of the men who sfepUncxt to if hacfcom- 
plained of the draught between the planks*and thus 
explained the reason for it£ duty a wall curtain. 
But yie blanket really served fo hide some small 
bolt holtss which once had ftcen filled with bolts, and 
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-their absence naw permitted a, broad plank to be 
removed the pleasure of the card-players/who were 
in the secret, and of the forecastle hands, who preferred 
paraffin oil in abundance to the half-pint of fish oil 
weekly allowed them for their legitimate lamp. The 
illegitimate illuminators were born, of Australian 
mutton tins, and discarded pannikins, and were care¬ 
fully hidden away during the morning, if the Captain 
made his round of the ’tween-deck. The Doctor 
<had ceased to do so for some tame. 

Thus,.many of them slept/or gambled, away the 
tedious days. Those that played, played either for 
tobacco as stakes, or for the little money they nad 
brought with* them, or which they could obtain from 
others by selling articles of clothing, arid isuch-like. 
Olsen, the Norwegian, always seemed to have a supply 
of tobacco, cut up into antics,” which he bartered 
for clothing, or matches, or soap, among the. emigrant 
gamblers; though lie did not play at‘cards with them 
himself. With their smoky paraffin lamp on a box 
in the centrcvof a circle of some half-dozen young men, 
the afternoons -as well as mvenings and nights now 
passed awav unrecorded except by oaths pit disturb¬ 
ance, or vociferations at one man winning all, and 
thus concluding the game for a time, and at the greedy 
stampede at meal-times 'or the mess-kid and the 
bread-barge. The seaman’s 'games of bluff and 
euchre had superseded the emigrant’s one‘of twenty- 
five, long ago ; and the language and manners of the 
focecastle’were fastibeing adopted in all their alluring 
completeness by young men who, a few months before, 
had never seen a ediip, even as,they'had never missed 
a morning’s 'devotion or a Sunday Mass before they 
had left their hornet * 
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Dominick D’Arcy’s violin and jflute were stilly 
heard, as. he seldom neglected his dailyy practice ; 
and so lon^ as lie played well-known airs h.nd pieces, 
easily comprehensible to die majority, the men ap¬ 
plauded the music, apd at times their petty diflerences 
and spiles were subdued b$' the subtle power of its 
long-drawn sweetness, But'when he played difficult 
exercises on the violin, in order to retail his power as 
an executant* they shouted him down, and com- 
mandecij 4 ‘Oft in the Stilly Night,” or “The Ldst Ros^ 
of Summer.” And JDwminick wars perforce obliged 
to put aw r ay his exercises,' and even his own com¬ 
position “ On the Power of Love,” and repeat the - 
music they could understand. 

Horatig Bundy, the tenor, wheyvas one of the men 
admitted to the ’tween-deck card party, would occasion¬ 
ally unfie his voice to Dominick’s mu *ic, and then there 
would be absolute peace for a time. But five minutes 
later two or more men might have heen seen locked- 
in hand-grips, snarling at each other, and swearing 
disaster, provided one, two, or the whole crowd* did 
not do, or undo, say, or \*~^ay, something \tffiich half 
an hour later had been forgotten by those £he most 
disputative # and fiery.* 

But the lack of whaler for drinking was a con¬ 
stant‘cause of discontent, whether among those 
sullenly and silently submJdve, or openly belligerent; 
and Captafh Jessup’^nd his officers already contem¬ 
plated proceeding to Cape f Town, after shipping 
enough water at Tristan da Cuftlm^to take them there ; 
and getting a new boiler and othSr fittings lor the 
worn-out condenser. 

The # single women, in the aftef* ’tween-de^k, bore 
the short allowance without any^open demonstration 
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against it; but ,tney also* murmured and co.mplaincd 
among tj^ms elves. Hudson, in his berth., and the 
others when at meals, could hear many an expression 
of disgust and rebellion as-the matron measured the 
water to each one at the midday pieal, and the shorter 
quantity of tea and coffee at breakfast and-slipper. 
The only voice that seemed silent »was that of Toanna 
D’Arcy; and„she seldom came oh deck now, though 
Miranda Jenkins’s voice could sometimes be' heard 
above calling down the fore-cabin skylight or her, 
when she would respond monosyllabically. Once 
Joanna had ascended to see her brother, for Miranda 
had called— n 


tv Come up ’ere, Jou ! ’ere’s yer bruffer and orl 
the ’ole lot of ’em, rjad they does look danpous too ; 
they^ses ‘ Sent ’Ellena ! ’ and the Capting ses k Non.’ 
Come, up quick and ’ear that Beady feller’s Cockney 
talk ; it'd make yer die lawfin’ ; yvr bruffer does 
look innercent among that lot ; come vp, Jou, quick ! ” 
Joanna had seen her brother standing behind the 
rest, quiet and uncomplaining; they were both alike 
in findingmio cause of dispufg with authority by reason 
of the diet, and she knew that his presence among 
the demonstrators was due to that fear which is 


absent from few men living in communities—the fear 
to be thought a blackleg., Then when the Captain 
had allowed the stock of\his : revolver to protrude 
from his side pocket a moment; as he took put his 
red Paisley cotton handkerchief to wipe his nose 
calmly before replying to the demonstrators, she 
had shook her head sadly at her brother, and he had 
cheerfull) returnee?, it as if there waj> nothing to fear, 
and pat|ed his companion Beady on the back. % The 
demonstration ended, as others had done in the 
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Captain insisting on his rights and (dignities #as com¬ 
mander, with an apphal to their confmon sppse. He 
said he was acting for the best interests of Everybody, 
including himself, and that perhaps a little more 
coal might produce a little more water, which experi¬ 
ment^ li£ commanded the sceptical “engineer” to 
perform straightway; and that if they did not 
quarfel among themselves about the shprt allowance, 
there was no reason* why they should not oe contented. 
As the Jjlk>wance of water was* not increased the next 
day/ however* there wa$ another and smaller demon¬ 
stration ; a few had bfecome supporters of themptain ; 
but Joanna eor.ld not'be enticed «n deck by Miranda. 
She had lost interest in the matter, once $he had felt 
that Dominic^ would not take a jarominent place in 
any display of discontent. She ^rew paler dav^by 
day ; and the wound to her solf-lovfc which she liad 
received nearly week before filtered in her jealous 
and suspicious soul. To be made' import of ! to be 
solicited for a favour from one whom one loved ! Ah! 
yes, did she not Hove him*? God in Heaven ! # did 
she not love him ? And to be slighted ^y fun* and her 
favour to be spurned—at the instigation #f, aye, 
under the *;pell of tliTit black tlevil of a Kerry girl, 
-«jarho was as happy arid as calm as an angel of heaven ! 
That' secret-keeping,*’'mountainy, evil-eyed, envious 
thing ! Oh ! if ^he—J # onnJa—had but the humility 
to write to ker lover *frid reproach him, and thus take 
the first* step to a reconciliation! Why, ,he might 
make further game ofc h#r ! Wa% he not playing the 
fool with her just* to malJe. that* black Kerry girl 
merry—Bridget, who mfVer snjiled except whei|Joanna 
was miserable. She had* never suffered liko thisVbefore. 
HeaveiT pity her ! but she would be revenged; and 
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* she wouid confide in Misf> Palgrave, who had always 
been so kyid to lier, and who knew her secret. They 
together might make Biddy Slattery the laughing¬ 
stock of the ship, despite h *r evil eye and all. 

Plans, petty as any that have ever agitated the 
narrow souls of men and Cornell—some even that the 
great world has honoured in its ,histories—began*to 
form themselves in her mind; she* a poor girl con¬ 
demned to obscurity, uneducated; but as proud as 
a Spanish duchess, and as foolish as many ac Roman 
empress. And while she suffered, down in her daik 
and naflftKv prison, her lover was listening to the voice 
of Constance Palgrave as she read the storic*' of 
Salomon Lyscivonde and the poems of Pensage for 
his lazy delight ; or engaging in a rambling conversa¬ 
tion with her brother, a* lie worked at his picture of 
Cybelc and Atys '*in the saloon, close by the'door of 
his berth ; or silently submitting to the remonstra- 
tions of Captain Jessup for having left his berth to 
take a chair in the Palgraves’ state room, and thereby 
frustrating the Captain’s efforts to -cure his wounded 
head. 

“ Get into your bunk immediately, Mr. Hudson!” 
the Captaifi would say. “ I believe that jr»nah v* f ants 
to rid me of two third mates, d —k him! I’m captain 
of this ship! I’m your mastei, Mr. Hudson; and 
I will not be disobeyed Your iiead must have 
a week’s complete rest, sir! ” ^And them the master 
would follow him to hist berth, and aftep Hudson had 
resumed his recumbent position^ the third mate had 
to submit to half an hour’s catechism by his superior 
about t*fe ’stores. Where was the molasses stored ? 
How r^any^kegs 6f butter were there left? There 
were trfree cases of brandy, in bottles, for the" use of 
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the emigrants in the ev<*nfc of siclJ^ess, bui? he co^T^ 
only fm’d a half case? remaining. Hiidson^ ^tore-book 
showed no record of any allowance to*'anybody of 
brandy. ’Whatever had*that last third mate done 
with those two and a half cases ? There could not 
have £>een more than t\\y> bottles used strictly for 
medicinal purposes. Did Hudson evej- suspect that 
Sofiierville of bjx/aching for himself J Or for some 
of those women m the married quarters ? But they 
wouldtspon have to broach iargo at |his rat£ ! Thqn 
tli£ emigrants were grumbling now because one of 
Parrish’s men had left the bung out of fflfTlast keg 
of vinegar* and it had rolled c*ver and run all awa^4 
during the night ; a*nd, worse still, it ha^l aU run into 
a bafrel of jjour, and made the nasties! mess he had 
ever seeft by way of grub in all Ins life. Did th^third 
mate know of any use to which •vinegar and *flour 
could be put^ It* was good enough for emigrants, 
anyway. They* were rather shorty of flour already 
The bread allowance would soon have to be cut down, 
and biscuit issued instead. And that German“Ibaker 
had been caught kneading dough, witlr* his feet! 
Would he please go tlirough the accounts f<*r the last 
three da\s*before he*went to Sleep ?—and so on,jantil 
.Hudson’s head began to ache again in downright fact. 

• When the Captain edme bellow after one of the demon¬ 
strations and mass meetings of the emigrants, the 
third matv longed .for the deck as he listened to ex¬ 
planation and suggestions oi future procedure ; and 
were it not for the •detfightfu> ipdolency oi his^ after¬ 
noons with Constance PaLgrave,* he had more than 
once taken the decl? against th£ .master^ orders. 
However, he ha^ been commanded to take n week’s 
rest, &nd he w’ould take it-t-as well as his coifunandej: 

? 8 
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* himself permittee^ it—and*oh Sunday next ,he would 
resume hjs watch, and his dutiec, in the store-room, 
and extric^e the Captain frofn his mess of flour and 
, vinegar and molasses. The Captain’s confidence in 
his own advice to Hudson was a theme which stirred 
much merriment in the s$oon when all but tjie r Pal- 
graves were op deck. * ^ 

At length t,he last day of Huuson’s confinement 
had dawned, and passed its noon. Tt whs a Saturday 
afternoon, and half regretted now that lus* 4 wound 
could not reopen and bring him another week of idle¬ 
ness. Yesterday he had heard’ the master on the 

> 

, poop shouting to the demonstrators *>oit the rrain 
deck, and lyid been tempted to' follow Mr. Shackley 
when lie saw the latter look to the loading of fiis re¬ 
volver before he wt 4 nt on deck to join the Chptain 
haranguing abovfc their heads. But Miss, Palgrave, 
who had been on deck, came below as he was slipping 
,on his jacket, and with undeceiving., laughing eyes, 
put her arms round his neck with an affectation of 
mournful entreaty to stay and protect her, and he 
had kissed'her, and the persiflage on her mocking lips, 
and retirod to his berth. It was 1 all thunder, then, and 

•f 

no lightning ! What a' lot ! What a stnfnge wolnan 
this happy creature beside him was 1 ; she would laugh? 
he declared, if she saw a man ready killed ! 

“ Ah ! provided ! ” she}* had crieU, changing her 
mock heroics into her usual styled * 

“ Provided it were bone in an artistic manner, 
you know^ Paddy! ” r she addtM, after a pause, during 
which r he looked' Inquiry at herewith amusement 
palpablefJm *liis eyys. « 1 ( 

And: we * would* get that wavy-haired Dominick 
to fiddly during the performance 1 ” she saijl; * “ one 
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of his erfie-wearie tiling! *t4iat wc i\^vcr hcaf him plp^ 
now—composing scherzo movements p$)w. What 
an Orpheus lie would make if he wale lamenting 
a womah ! Rather square in the shoulders, I’m 
afraid, but liis general proportions and graceful 
carriage seem excellent. *And his head ! Don’t .be 
jealous, Paddy, n*y piratical Velasquez^Gainsborough ! 
Lef me give you a drink of iimejujce and water ; 
there ! ” * 

’ Tha* f diad been yesterday, and she then* had 
d<Avn and read him*a.chapter from a book of Salomon 
Lascivonde—his Mofctlc , a charaebT in v^TSicn, named 
Plfdibert, Constance had compared to Hudson himself* 

This Saturday afternoon she had continued the 
read?ng # of Mojcttc. Pie lay hajhis bunk, dressed as 
usual* except in his shore-going jacket, Jiis only one, 
and \tfhicdi he had # to wear daily fn the place, of his 
canvas cunapder since he had been promoted to the 
rank of third mate. He had washed and shaved*- 
every morning, as the Captain had not restricted 
the use of water # in the saloon, and he kiyHhefTTfwirling 
his brown moustache with lazy vanity, an*d exhibiting 
his white teeth, listening to the voice of tkis woman 
whb understood him so well—of course She did* He 
•told himself lhatMio did. Of course she understood 
men*; slie had safd she gelid. Just as Eustace, her 
brother, understood .wo^en ; • he had said likewise 
that V imderstood^tbem. So they all fully compre¬ 
hended cadi other. And did they nofc understand 
themselves ? But Codstapce togild see him in Padi^ert 
—absurd! But lyin^ there on lift back listening to 
this mock Bohesnienne—tkat wag 4lie *m%t absurd 
thine of all. 

“ Whjy, tliis delightfully Hypocritical Pudit|rt might 
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-U^ve bee a drawn;* from tc*e life. Art is toe great 
creator, niQH cher ; and how you have come to imitate 
so many o* Fudibert’s characteristics—as Eustace 
says—without having read about him, I cdnnot say, 
Paddy ! It is very interesting. Piston to this ! ” 

.And she read a descriptive passage aboutr some 
dalliance in which Pudibeii was concerned. 

“ So I am hypocritical ? ” drawled Hudson, languor¬ 
ous, almost torpid; yet mentally active, se\f-exaniining. 
This was' Saturday afternoon, the last day o£ playing 
the invalid to please his masW, The last day *on 
which he intended to play'the lover, too. Her voice 
^ose and fell in gentle-accentuations, and he watched 
the mobile, delicate lips with the dimples at the corners 
of them, as her w T o^s came forth. But the words 
themselves scarcely affected him ; he could not com¬ 
prehend the subtleties of current literary FreYich of 
the Pensage and Lascivonde schools. <>So he was a 
hypocrite like thijf, Pudibert, who was always saying, 
it seemed, “ Embrassons ; car Ic temps s’enfuit , ct 
persuaao'ns-nous him qtiil nc revient plus ! ” 

She continued, reading. Sometimes the Captain’s 
voice coo2d be heard calling to the helmsman that 
the*soyals vOere flat aback, and that he was to keep 
the ship clean full-and-by, or, after a glance at the-* 
compass, ordering the grumbling crew to try another ' 
pull on the lee braces, if tlijy wanted any more fresh 
water, as Tristan da Cunhaj anyway, wouldn’t shift 
with the wind. Hudson’s thoughts sttayed from 
Constance* Palgrave to 1 thg Captain, and from the 
Captain* back to • (Constance, and from Constance 
again to the 'voices* faintty audiole, Jn the fore cabin, 
Pie had jfist detected Joanna’s voice for the first time 
during jis week of confinement. Ah t Joanna’s 
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words. Lad had some meaning fo^« him and hcrseii * 
just the*meaning that .such words had fop Everybody 
But this Roman’s words seemed to have # any meaning 
she chose to attach to them ! 

“ Oh ! ” exclaimed Constance, turning over a few 
gages, “ this is charming ! Oh ! Sabine is kissing 
Pudibert ! here tfl the end of the chapter ! I must 
skip a page # or* Jwo. Pudibert says* it is the first 
SQnsatjon of the kind he ha^ ever experienced ! And 
Sajoiim says, the same ’ Listen ! ” • 

Again Hudson attended, and watched hgr bright 
scarlet lips playing with the French.words she spoke 
with such charming Parisian tonality, and contrast 
of n^asal resonance with clear round* phoneticism. 
Then, again *his mind wandered^ toward Joanna, and 
began to draw comparisons. 

“ Two women and two books,” he said meditatively. 
The reader^koked up surprised. 

“How inattentive you are this afternoon, PaddyT 
Sabine had just ^old Pudihrrt that she thoug ht chi ldren 
grew like flowers in the night, or fell irom Heaven 
at the prayers of the mother! And she*is shocked 
at her fajdigr’s explanation, on j;he eve of herYnarriage ! 
Is it not amusing ? Oh, Lascivonde can suggest 
hypocrisy in such g delightfully subtle way; I wish 
you could coir^prehend -|is literary nuances. You 
would enjoy the book si^'much. What an irritating 
murmur in that fore caoin next door ! !• wish they 

would keep quiet \\Lcn I ^am reading. Fiuissez , 
vous di$~jc ! Soy m cz* tranqmllc—H%iscz-vou$ f Sflen«e ! 

Now—er—‘ Pudibert , jiyant- -’ Laughing J?" I hear 

somebody crying P Ibsouncfs like Jk>&nna. * Pudibert , 

ay ant* -’ ” 9 1 

The weeping in the fore cabin, accomp|nied by 
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^ 'lull in the incite uinct susurration, broke thy chain 
of self-corfle^nplatory thoughts, and Joanna "D’Arcy, 
virgin-jealous as a Bacchante, once the pbject of 
his self-accusing passionate desire, and the acknow¬ 
ledged lover of himself-j-recklei*. adventurer and 
seaman—rose suddenly to his inner vision liK£ an 
apparition. By the Holy Name,*, she was a real 
woman ! Sentimental ? revengeful ?' religious ? Per¬ 
haps- but a real woman—not a-” *. 

Do you kncfw, Constance, my mother wa\ vgry 
fond of U^.Jwench people., MyTtfst lesson in French 
I received from my mother ; and she taught me the 
'Symbole dcs Apdtrcs. Do you believe all the Symbckc , 
Constance ? ,r '- 

“Yes, of course, tf>ly father Patrick!* I»am like 
Eustace, I 'believe everything! 1 shall call you 

Tartuffe , instead of Pudibcri , presently. Monsieur St. 
Patrick , I believe in Christ, and Mahomet* and Buddha, 
and every holy thfng, even in that Philistine, St. Paul, 
as ca ^ s him* Listen ! yoy, disappointing, 

saintly creature, or I shall not read to you.” 

He remained s')lent, and ske w/mt on reading about 
Sabine ancl Pudibcrt. Jiut the Erench onjy, brought 
back' to Hudson the daily French lessons of his youth ; 
and that France his mother had diyuvn verbal pictures - ’ 
of; the France that he hi d always, associated with 
a massive gilt clock of tPfj tcjiis-Philippe period, 
which stood on a marble-topped bureau in hi& mother’s 
drawing-roofti, tick-tacking a\\;ay with solemn regu¬ 
larity and'irrevocable 1 recordation of sinful moments ; 
and the ppiyprs he had been taught out of his mother’s 
Petit EuIdogCj width she*always cherished since she 
was awarded it when a pjipil at a Loretto convent 
in Irelaifd before she went to France, and which, 
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Hudsoiv remembered, pad a redijnd-gold* morocco* 
binding*with gilt-^clged leaves, and engravings of 
saints, all of them like very pious French schoolgirls 
saying their evening pr<fyers. Once, on his return 
from a voyage, his # aunt had put the book in his room, 

andJic had wanted a light for his pipe, and- 

“Perhaps I lit^my pipe with the Symbole f ” he 
said suddenly. • ^ 

Constance Palgrave looked up from her book^ • 

“ l beg .your pardon ; pray continue,’** 4ie s*id> 
apologetically. 

She continued reading. 

fie looked*at Constance* Palgrave again, and ques* 
tioned himself why he felt not any desire for her 
what^w ; he, who had played* at love as a gambler 
for it, and often with as much wholesome interest ? 
She delighted him. in the manner that a wonderful 
mechanical toy had done when he had been a boy 
at home. He knew exactly whet she would dor 
could do, and seemed ipade to do. He be^an to 
change his question into one that \\;antecT for an 
answer the reason why jthis womai* had # becn made 
at all ? The toy ha2 been made to bring eiedit to its 
ingenious inventor, profit as well, no doubt, and‘plea¬ 
sure to observant youth ; and was this woman made 
just to please others ? Profit to her Creator ? Well, 
how was it that God hadAot given her a soul ? That 
was absurd also—she nlust # have a soul-^-but if she 
had- * 


“ Joanna is ceftd!nly. sdbfejpg! ” said Hutson 
abruptly. 


“ Et la dcsillnm.v,v 


r is is yj ivf w §/ w v 


told # me this morning that shd would newer speak 


to you »again, because you had # insulted anew despised 


4 


.na 
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ter ! I fold her f /hat yod l'yved her—oh ! V>ver so 

much, and#-” • 

“ St6p ! ” Vried Hudson passionately. 

. He would have spoken, but she put her hand on 
his mouth. Then she stood silent?y beside the high 
bunk, her bosom pressed against his .arm, hei fface 
overhanging, and her own lookirtg into his eyes. 
Of course they- understood each olher^ (she said), 
and. both did Joanna. Why discuss such a subject 
£$^11 i % Softly, .but very clearly, she began*to sipg 
Victor H ugo ’s words- 

“ On and tu xhantes bn t cc 
Le sotr , cntre tries bt as; 

Ententes tu ;na pensee 
Qui te rcpond toyj bas. 

Ton doux chan fane r appelle 

JLes plus beay.x dc rues jours , Ah I ( 

Ah / Chan!cz— Chantez — toujours,* 

Chantez , mi belie , ' 

Chantes toujours / 

Quand tu ns sur ta bouche 
Li amour sepanouit , 

“At sou darn le farouche 
Soupqon Peyunouit. 

Ah! le rire fulele prouve ~un tlcur sans detours - u 

she 't>roke off suddenly^ and released hc&eif from 
Hudson’s arm, which had gradually e'iicircled her neck. 

“ Good gracious, what a noise oh the poop ! ” she 
cried. ^ 

** Go on singing ! ” murmured 'Hudson ;• “ there 
is nobody in the saloon ; #v it’s only the Captain and 
Sliackley at the crowd,. I suppefca I ” He closed his 
eyes*. Oh! that Joanna D’Arcy were here at his 
bedside ! jJVliat a.cqnsideryte focu hejhad been ! 

L il Quand tu dors calme et pure. . , , 

Oh f ! you £aint ! ” 
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She yis laughing now/aifd he opv'ned his eyes again.* 

* * / t 

“Dormez, dormez’ ma be lie , dormez toukurs /” 

• * 

There ! Ainsi soit-il, as the nuns say ! Ricz toujours / 
encore ? ” 

“ ¥es ; go on singing, please ! ” 

“.Yes, but thatjfthe bell! What a tintinnabulation, 
as Edgar Allan*Poe would have called it, Paddy! 
That’s,for the fire-drill, I suppose ? Dormez ! dor 

“ Iore-drijl, Constance ! ” cried Hudson, * Pleasing, 
hef cind sitting up m 4iis bunk ; “ why never before at 
this time ! Ah ! yes, of course, old Jessup is working 
th5m up in Earnest; he'll* demonstrate them ! They 
had a fire-drill in Wednesday’s dog-watyh ! It’s only 
three, oicloek now. He migli* have waited until 
eight bells ! Listen to that bell—and Shackley’s 
voice f And there.’s Parrish’s door! He’s turning 
out ! I say,*Mr.. Parrish, isn’t that bell a little early 
to-day ? ” 


“It doesn’t seem to trouble you, any way,cried 
the second mate. “ You're in clover, my son t What 

has that-of a sto’gd done with my*sea-boots ? 

I asked him to dubbin ’em, and bring ^cm back ! 
I’ll get wet round the trouser legs now, I s’«posc. 
X)h ! you're well out of it ; you're the skipper’s darlin’, 
God bless you fc my chi?)d ! D—n that bell; oh! 


I beg your pardon, miss, I didn’t know you were there. 
Where’s * that stcTod ? * Where’s my long boots ? 
They cost 'me thirty-five bob in Leadenhall Street, 
and I supplies him'vtfth the *du^bin. Hi, ^to’fid !.” 

Mr. Parrish, hardly wide* awake yet, hunfed about 
the saloon for his long serf-boots,. am$ Mis^Palgrave 
said t she would go to the pantry <and look tlVre. The 
little biass poop bell still was rin ing, andjthe m%te 
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*and others were scouting # tl)y usual orders, ^nd Mr. 
Parrish was softly swearing, *yhe% the steward came 
runniilg dovVi the main companion in, his bare black 
feet, breathless with his run*aft from the galley. 

“ Golly ! Fyah / Massa Paa’a^h ! Fyah ! Mass’ 
’Usson! ” ' • 

“ Fire ? I »know that well enrMgh, sto’od ; Jbiit 
where's my sea-boots ? I am not going to get a soaking 
roumd the legs from that force-pump ! * The, bos’n 

£ajt’t hb the mains'*1, but {he-shows an oncommon 

affectvshun for my calves like. • What in thifn&er 

j' % ^ ^ + * 

are you doin', sto’od ? Give me rtiy boots, I tell yer ! 
Where’s my thirty-fivft bob' boots, eh ? ’* 

The steward had run to his berth. 

• « 

“ Well ! you can »act the goat A 1 , %ny« wgLy ! ” 
said tfy? second mate ) “ you beat poor old Cardiff.” 

“ Pyjzh ! fyah ! ^ tell you, Mass^i Parrish 4 , Fyah ! 
Mass’ ’Usson ! Golly, if dat don’t bfat creation ! 

cotch sight of it ’self, sah ! We aal bun ! ebbery 
wan of es ! Golly ! ” 

“ YesfTnerf’s a fire in the galley, I s’pose, but it 
ain’t the fust of April, is it ? f ” said the second mate. 

“ We don’fc get a cent more a month for this here tom- 
foolesy ! ” * 

Hudson came out of his berth without his shoes and" 
with his jacket in his hand. | 

“ You mean to say, steward, we’re really on fire ? ”« 
The third mate’s thoughts*suddenly ran *ipgn the 
Captain’s questions a,bout the absent cases* of brandy, 
as l^e locked at the breathless. ar?d Somewhat unsteady 
steward, *who was how standing on *one leg, putting 
the otheranfo his best sfrore-gqjng «pair of trousers. 
Then his thoughts tufrned to practical joking, lik^ the 
others. |The usual cry at ‘ f drill ” was “ fire! ’ * 
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“ Fi-f?-fyah ! dat’s all^i ftiean. *. 7 yah ! effbery one * 
bun to wishes ! GUfrly \f Jonah ! ” said th§ steward, 
changing his clothes hurriedly, and th<y contents of 
his pockets. His sea-chest was open, and he presently, 
began rummaging yr it, unheeding the others. 

^ A^Oice Called down the companion at ‘his moment. 
It jv r as Eustace Falgrave’s. The secQnd mate and 
Miss Palgrave Went on deck, and Hudson remained 
irj the,saloon looking at the steward making 
usyal preparations before going ashore of a S?yJiday%in 
poft. 

Hudson climbed up into the skylight beside Miss 
Palgrave s canary, and locfkcd forward as well as tho. 
sails* permitted. He could see no smokepor other sign, 
but then he could only see along’the weather side. 

“ So the ship’s on fire, steward ? ” said Hudson in- 
credulously. 

The stewafd took no notice of the remark, but went 
on collecting all the small articles o Lvalue he possessed, 
and tied them up in a Jarge spotted handkerchief. 
His black face was streaming witn per§phration, and 
the white linen collar he bad buttoned around his neck 
was so tight that the dark flesh bulged in a heavy 
fold above it. • 

“You’re the *‘joKcr’ that takes the ‘trick,’ 
steward ! ” said, Hudson, wavering a little. 

* “ If—dat don’t—beat creation ! I wait hyar now, 
till all dem boats* am* rcajly ! ” said the steward, 
breathing spasmodically in his s^tt collar, and sitting 
down on his sea-cMsd. 

Hudson went up # the ^ompadion cautiously, so 
that the steward should ifot see .him and^iiave the 
laugb afterward, and put his heac? roundt>n tRe weather 
side and looked forward. AlMhc girls lia*| crowded 
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*to the forward prAt of thf f oop, but there'were no 
officers visible. The emigrants Wfc'.a talking among 
themselves confusedly. Hudson emerged from the 
companion, and walked toward the group. The breeze 
was not so strong as it had been*, the preceding few 
days, but the ship was travelling about six knots dose 
to the wind, *and heeling well over. The matron 
turned round and was the first to greet him. Hudson 
wa r e a bandage around his head, and no cap or .shoes. 

s Oh>, fell me, Mr. Hudson! You are, arr othccr, 
and understand these tilings. Is ■there any dan^eV ? 
How is you?poor head ? 6uite well now ? ” 

» ‘‘Danger, where? 'What do you mean? Wny 
are the men «not casting the quarter-boat lashings 
adrift here, as usual ?*” inquired Hudson? 1 , % 

“ Oh, is it not a real fire ? But look at all the smoke 
, on the; water there ! Oh, don’t deceive <me, Mr. 
Hudson ! ” 



The third mate pushed his way through the crowd 
of young women, and found himself beside Constance 
Palgrav? Snd ( her brother leaning over the rail. 

“ True efiOughJ ” said Hudson ; “ there’s smoke, 
at least ! ”*■ 


The wind was beating # it down close to the water'. 
“They arc working like very demons!” said' 
Eustace Palgrave. “Fine effect, that drifting smoke 


tipping the crests of the wave*; away to leeward !» 


I smppose the galley chinyiey'is on Tire, or something. 
We can’t see*here ! ’V 


“ # What do you thi^vk ‘it is ?’*skid Constance Pal- 
grave. " ‘ 4 

Her vc/3b sounded somewhat tknid«and anxious. 
“But lfetcnUo the men^ and the mate; an<^ see 
Captain Jbssup—he is all grimy ! Where «has he 
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been ? i declare his b&aiid looks^as if it fiad been*^ 
burned^!. Oh! ” / 4 ^ 

She screamecj suddenly. A bright flapie shot out, 
blown almost horizontally above the heads of alj 
the confused crowd on the main forward deck, and 
the ^rceze^carried tlie smoKe that succeeded it swiftly 
cJUt to sea and’astern in biokcn wisps pf tawny grey. 
Then another tongue .of yellow light. , 

The Captaih had mounted on the heel of a spare sn^r,^ 
and lie was shouting encouragingly tp the nle#, some 
of Viiom were now, primping on the forecastle head, 
and some drawing*water*over the sid<?T spillihg k 

| 9 

ovar the heads and uprai=*?d hands of the score that 
struggled among themselves to assist. All dissension 
had Ceased f*>r a time ; but their unanimity created 
many* obstacles ; their hands, 'eager to help, were 
inoperative by reason of their excessive numbers.’ 

Coincidentally, with Miss Palgrave’s scream, a dozen 
of the young \\*omen beside her sci^amed too. Ther<i 
was no officer but Hudson in the after part of the 
ship. He had*a whistle* in his pocket, triuCft the 
master had given him on his appointment as third 
mate, and he now fflit ft to his lips and blew a shrill 
bla$t. Th? Captain*looked aft immediately. 

* “ Silence ! ” cribd Hudson to the girls. “ Keep 

• quiet, matron ! Hbld your d-d row, all of you ! ” 

gnd then he shouted Jo the Captain, “ Hi, sir ! shall 
—I—put jlicr—before—-the—-wind-sir ? ” . 

“ Aye, aye ! that’s my bully Uhird ipate ! ” cried 
Captain Jessup. Hrxlson passed his way between 
the mass of frightened women, “and went aft to the 
man at the wheel. 

“ Now, Bill, my lad, come, ;hard up with her l 
Rio Janeiro ! Keep her a6out west-nor’-wedt 1 ” 
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And went teethe lec *idg of Inc wheel and helped 
the quar^er-masfer to put t'^ie ^J;n over. * *Ehon he 
went vmd le^go the weather cio’jack graces, down on 
the main deck. * * 


“ Come aft, some of yer,” he roared, “ and square 
them mizen yards, d—n your eyes, if^you ^don’t 
want to be all roasted in hell to*night ! Ho-ho-hO ! 
haul a-wa-a-y \ Square them there yards, I sa-a-a-y ! 
Biilly boys ! Y 0 -I 10 - 0 I 1 ! ” ' 

*At L^'i's tiiere was anofher great united scream from 
those on the poop. Then the. >vind seemed t.o«-die 
away to qtThe a soft breezf*, as tile big East Indiaman 
.paid off before it. All Uje head sails Happed, mid 
she began tq roll from side to side, and the smoke 
disappeared. « # 

ki There ! ” cried t l he matron loudly, “ the tire is 
out 1 now ! Oh, vCliat a nice, ch'ver officer that Mr. 


Hudson is ! I was so frightened ! .If . T were* a girl, 
.1 could almost love him ! *’ f 

“ Fire out, be cl-d ! ” muttered Hudson under 

his litettk; ‘‘but we’ll try and kee'p it for’rd, any¬ 
way ! ” 

At that .moment the smoke, which had been drifting 
ahead out of sight, nc/tv rose thick and black—as if 
in a draught that laughed at the* crossing wind—abaft 
the foresail, and then turned into one groat sheet 
of flame, and the flapping sail ,o<nrted like a sheet of 
burning paper; and then the flame disappeared » 

“ Come qn, lads forward, all of you ! There's 
all the^for? alight nO\y,! If she^omes up in the wind, 
we shan’t want any paraffin lamps to-night ! But 
we woi^- let her do that, lads; bully boys! We’ll 
snuff it out in a brace o’ shakes. Furred, bullies I 
forred \ i% 
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The Doctor was sittin^ouaspar,pale, but dbmp&sedrv 
“Why*aye you no^&isjjmg, Doctor? 55 said Hudson. 

“ They will not allow me to do anything” said the 
surgeon qyietly^ “ and ihatjias caused the fire ! I went 
down to put out their lamps for safety. One of them 
upset ip tht struggle?! “ * 

* The married'wojpen wen* running up and down the 
maifi hatchway ljftlder excitedly*some # voiceless, some 
tearful, some* expostulating; some, like Mrs. Jenkins, 
indignantly abusive. “ I krSaw’d ’e was a Jt^er, tjie 
fust Jime I seed ’irq l, 1 ’ she was screaming. 3 

“ I understand,” *Said file surgeon ccffmly, ‘* that 
in a ship like*this, if the h^ad sails bhrn away, it will 
be difficult to keep the ship before the wind ? ” 

“ Surgeon £Iyster,” replied Hudson, \vith mocking 
intonation, “ your conclusions are correctly drawn— 
though 3 'ou have but stated one of them—the^ other, 

that is at th^back of your mind, is-” 

“ Yes, but \\ % e must not talk aljput it! ” said Dr, 
Clyster, his manner changing rapidly. “ I am the 
si lip’s medical officer ; 1 will go and get some m?dical 

stores together, in the event- 0 

Hudson, who was hauffng down the miz$n staysails 
himself {fof he had let the luiyards go <5n the poop, 
and the hanks traVellt d freclv on the stavs when the 
•s$ils*wcre empty 0 4 wind), cried to the Doctor, going 
aft to his surgery— 

“Tell yie young *womon up there that^it will 15e 
out in* five, minutes, and tflat ^liere is. no danger, 
Doctor 1 ” 

“Of course there is no danger!•" cried me uoctor 
loudly ; “ not th^ lelst dagger 1 5 

“ Thank God ! ” cried many vcjices on. the poop. 

“ That’s one of the lpost* deliberate lies I ever tol<J 
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in my life ! ” said the third mate to himself. “ Six 
times twenty, that’s a hui dr<sd and twenty ! My 
God ! there’s three hundred a^rd seventy-seven of us ! 
There’re three barrels of paraffin down -there, and 
‘two of tar, and one of black varnish, another of fish 
oil, and the cook’s slush* and t'fn coils* of Europe 

rope,.and the—d-d careless fools! Listen to them! 

They’re howling like maniacs now*! There’ll be no 
more gambling this trip, I'll swear 1 ” • 

pulled at the last of the staysail downhaulers 
*’ A savagelJ, and then ran forward. 1 The men on the fore¬ 
castle hbadT'iad been drive’n off lOy the heavy smoke. 
That pump was therefore* useless. 

“ Are you getting the better of it, sir ? ” he said to 
Captain Jessup. » 

Captain Jessup was suggestively calm,' and his 
voice 'indicated mental agitation. 

“Take some of the men, and lower away the two 
quarter boats, and provision them, and tow them 
astern, with only two men in each, if she comes up in 
the wind, Mr. Hudson, Vut not unless / ” said the 
Captain und(h his breath. 

1 “ I understand, sir ! ” said Hudson, and he sent 

foiif steady'men aft toprepare the two qufirLr boats. 

He understood also that to lower any boat, unless 
it could be done unobserved and kept clear of the*ship, 
would be a futile proceeding. It was one thing to 
hoist boats with tackles in the London river, for the 
satisfaction of the ^urv^yor, when nobody washed to 
enter them ; it would be quite another thing to put 
them over the side now, with a hundred, perhaps, 
jumpimrHnto ope that wpuld only hold twenty. * . . 
For three hoprs they fought the flames. 

Night falling found the fire making steady headway. 
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The single men’s quarters* were crackling udder their * 
feet! • . 

The sails on jjie forecast were all alight ! 

“ Pump! pump like hell ! my bully boys ! ” cried 
Mr. Shackley, as the movable force-pump was dragged 
away iron^the hatchway. “ Pass the buckets, lads ! 
gaily, now ! &ev«r mind the sails ! # We’ve n. fair 
wind for Rio ! Sully boys, gaily, lad%! ” 

All were rimning about like ants on a disturbed 
hillock. eTlie. Irish emigrahts obeyed orders, hut 
mcftxy of the crew exhibited signs of revolt. 

“What the h—l*s the* use of pump?ng ?” "cried 
Sydney Bcfb. 

“ Take one of these pistols,” said the Captain to 
Hudsbn ^ “ ^ioot any man that* goes abaft the main¬ 
mast without orders ! ” m m 

“ Rig the fresh-water pump, f*at Hudson,! * it's 

d-d little^ou’.ve been doing for the past week. Give 

us fresh water to cool our guts ! ” m • 

“ Grog, oh ! lads ; *gro^, 0I1 ! ” cried others. “ To 
hell with water,*fresh or salt ; grog, 0I1 ! That’s the 
talk ! ” 

The boatswain’s mbte, with his little gray poll and 
ascetic Visage blackened with* smoke, w 5 .s the most 
vociferative of all In the demand for grog. 

• Hudson put the*Captain’s big revolver in his trou¬ 
sers pocket ancf walked aft to the mainmast, where 
most of tfcc married*worrren had congregated. 

They clamoured for sympathy\and assistance, and 
for prediction. Woi^ld {jhe ^hip be burned i TJie 
third mate assured them all*there was nothing to fear. 
How could ther» be« ? Did. they, not 3 ee <’^iat the 
flame^ kept away from this part fi>f the ship ? It was 
only the^darkncss that made them look so big. There 
2 c 
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rwas no siftoke to choke theip either ; it was all blowing 
ahead ; the fire Would soon be cemuered. J,et them 
not fear ; he had seen worse Ones (he. said) ! It was 
not at all likely that the ship could be' burnt—not at 
all! They had a fair wind for Rio Janeiro now. 
Oh ! much greater fires, he'assured'them ! ^Screaming 
would- only frighten others. Maijy Of the women 
believed him, they said, and kept qtyiet. What \Vere 
tho^e men doing on the poop with bags of biscuit and 
J lcegs of water? Oh! it was just as well ,td' have 
'something in the boats if they should be wanted— 
to cairy theiii as far as another ‘jhip, for instance— 
those that would like* to go in her. But .how came 
such a sudden calamity upon them ? Oh, just an 
accident! Accidents, would happen, of course. * 

“ It is all the doin’ of that cussed Joner*! *** cried 
* * ^ 

Mrs. Jenkins, “ aii^t it, now ? ” 

Hudson did not seem to hear her. He,was thinking 
pf some words he, had heard one of‘ the Plymouth 
carpenters speak when the ’tween-deck was being 
fitted'for emigrants. ‘ * 

“ A big job, mate ; ten thousand feet of half-inch 
matchboar^ling, Jimmy,” had 'said the Plymouth 
carpenter, “•let alone fche scantling stuff, ^ntute, and 
the rest of it.” • 

Hudson’s thoughts travelled in a ^direction he praye,d 
the fire would not follow. He looked back at the 
poop. Many of the girls were toweling on^the deck, 
praying amidst the if tedrs. Joanna* was ^ not visible. 
Bridge/. Slattery wis^ holding the rail as the vessel 
rolled, and gazing* At the 'third mate fixedly. She 
was as r ale -as tjie bleached capvas^ above her head, 
but her strange magnetic eyes'were undimmed with 
tears. All faces were as visible as in broad daylight now. 
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He looked forward agapj. 

Doprijiick P’Ar§y,*hi/ wavy daft^brown hair singed, 
and his coat^^orcheil, approached, with his. violin 
and bow *held together under his arm. # A large roll of 
paper was thrust into his waistcoat. He had been 
carrying water, tdb, for hts trousers, soaked with salt 
•water, were cllngipg to hisiegs. 

* These are ju I. could save, Mr. * Hudson ! ” he 
cried.* “ May I go on the poop—to see Johanna ? 

• “ Stapd back, Dominick b get forred again, my ^on 
—typur sistfcr’s all right. There is no dangef ! ” J 

“ I do not sec M 4 ss- 

•“ Get forvrard, Dominick ! ” 

“ But—but, Pat ? ” ' 

“ Get forred ! You see this i I dofi’t want to use 
it.” 

“Ah! God help us all! It’s trtg enough, surely I ” 
Domimcl^ D’Arcy walked away, and joined many 
others beside *cfie deck house, watching the crew qjt 
work, unable now to assist them, driven back from 
the hatchway. 

“ Ten thousand feet of matchboardirigVand all the 
rest of the timber,” %ai(f Hudson to himself. “ And—* 
and drag down th£t cursed winds’l! ” he shouted to 
.the nearest women, “ and close your hatchway, if you’re 
$11 K>n deck !—the wind changing ? or what ? 
■—not ? She's doming to / ” 

The ship had lulled over to starboard and stopped 
rolling, and he ltad felt the cdld \\ind on his left cheek J 
“ Coming-to l she’s coming-to * There’s*not a head 
sail big enough forrea to slop her! .Now for the boats! ” 



CHAPTER XI' 

<• 

M ATCHBQARDING ? ” Thin*, deal ooards ‘by 
the thousand ! “ And the rest ? ” 
lex the Tween-<Jeck of old sailing-vessels such a& the 
Young Pretender , when unloaded, there is an almost 
unobstructed*' vista from v the ljzarette bulkhead, 
right aft, under tbe saloon, to the foreped bulkheafd, 
under the forecastle. The only obstructions are the 
mainmast, the‘upright chain-lockers and* wa^er-lank 
casing, ,and tfye foremast—all amidships, and in line. 
On eacl) side there £ clear passage from one ejid Of the 
ship to the other. The lazarette con,taine the ship’s 
provisions; the fore-peak the coals, below, and the 
oils and paints and boatswain’s" stores, above. The 
’tween-deck', unless the ship be going t6 sea in ballast, 

# receives its cargo Jike the hold below; and then the 
hatches are battened down, and tfiere is no longer any 
passage for rfian in the ®tween-declc. The raft enjoy 
an uninterrupted holiday for some’months, maybe;* 
gnawing at bales of cloth, fattening monstrously on 
hogsheads of sugar, breeding projifically in the debris # 
of "reams of paper. Sometimes cargo ‘\sweats.” 
If the main batches be removed in fine weather, the 
fetijl odours from tw&ijty c or thirty different kinds of 
cargo betray the closeness of their confinement. Yet 
this craipping and overfilling froTn icelson to hatch 
may prevent many a catastrophe. The sudden h^avy 
squall may dismast, but it‘'cannot capsize; ^nd fire 
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cannot rage with freedom,•but snjoulders in slow angef 
for dhy$, weeks** £nd, ft might happen, fo* months. 

But when a sailing vessel was fitted out to carry 
emigrant, the whole organization, as it were, of half 
the ship became ^hangctj. Instead of density, poro¬ 
sity • thJ^solid block became a cellular hive. Two 
temporary bulkheads were added tq those 'already 
existing ; one to separate married people from single 
men,.and one to divide the married and single women. 
Scores of rpore slender partitions separated berth from^ 
bbith, bunk from* bunk. But the whole ’tween-deck 
was something else besides being a hive ; these scores 
of partitions and hundreds Of bunks made of it*a 
potential “ fire-lighter ” ; an enormous “ fire-lighter ” 4 
of timber tfhd air-space, quite* in approved scientific 
arrangement; and even the “ resinous adjuncts were 
not wanting ; for .they were, as stated, to be found in. 
the fore-peak. • To light an ordinary household fire 
a small cage of dry wood dipped in some inflammable ' 
substance is both c<3nvepient and effectual; tg burn 
a ship, no satanic ingenuity could demise* a surer in¬ 
strument than one impelled on the principles of thq 
domestic 9 “ fire-lighter.” The ’tween-deck of ^ the 
Voung Pretender was a perfect instrument. A long 
’cagje of flimsy 'timbering, and at the extremities 
•barrels of tar, jbales of oakum, drums of oil and paint, 
and underneath, in. reserve, hundreds of barrels of 
spirits, ready to* burs f opgn qnd upward when \he 
’tween-de<?k had become a glowing bad of embers. 
It was complete. •J'hisJdnfl of *fire needed no pqfcing 
or stoking; everything • was hi itself gmtomatic; 
every alley-wa^ and cros» passage* was a f^e for its 
special contributory purple. The initial act of ignition 
was alf>ne necessary, and that # had not failed them. 



390 


“ACT OF GOD” 


“ We shan’t wa*it any jSarqffi$ lamps to-night! ” 
were the vfords of Hudson in ,a md.-aent of'excite- 

* ’ v 

ment. He had divined the cause of khe outbreak, 
only because he had knowfedgc of the past use of 
paraffin lamps constructed «f empty soup and bouilli 
tins. The Doctor admitted /he cause of the/confTagra-. 
tion; but his 'were the only worcls heard aboard 
the Young Prctc'nder that did, ancl which .the speaker 
-of them Jiad, despite h\s avowal, kept purposely 
«*imhiguoup. Who was to blame ? Emigrants, offi¬ 
cers, o,r crew l ' It was not a poinf'to be thought'on 
at all—for it stirred self-accusatory ones # in evejy 
niind aboard. Who had s'o much as dreamed of 
this ? And of .late, the absurdity of the bi-wepklv 
fire-drill had irritated the men to so great an extent 
that haff the ’male ^migrants had refused to jqin in 
the necessary exercises. 

But all w’ere eager now to aid the clew’; and their 
assistance in drawing buckets of water had been of 
some *avail fl until the fore-peak suddenly broke into 
flame. Then- the Captain had ordered the fore hatch 
vo be closed, and the fore-peak tc* be flooded through 
the &mall ha’i<;h in the forecastle ; but the water from 
the sihall portable force-pump was pf little use, and 
the sudden bursting open of the for£ hatch which,led* 
to the emigrants’ quarters showed that> the water had* 
been floating the burning paraffin over that part. 

“ Never mind the • sails, bully boys ! ” 'That is 
what the chief mate had cried. 

He w Ss thinking mqfe of that f.art of the foremast 
below the main deck than o"f the sails above. All the 
lower ma<?ts of the* Young Pretender were of pitch-pine 
—“ built-masts*,” as they were termed—that is, made 
of several spars fitted together and bound with iron 
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hoops. Ah ! if it should* be binned through ! Bui? 
let them cut cmefi the* canvas mast-coat .around the 
coaming, and«et as ftiany of the men # that can pour 
water afound it! Piff *• fooh ! Stand back ! The 
water rises in scalding s^eam. The mast below was 
surf<yundJ^. by thirsty flames ! 

Jiudson, when* he felt the wind ^rawing ‘abeam, 
blew^ his whisfle again. The* Captain ordered the 
second mate to the wheel, and clutched at the re- 
gaining pistol in his side pocket. .The sebond mate 
tSck four more men with him, and as.they*all passed* 
Hudson at his station on the quarter-deck, the Second 
mate gave him a seaman’s sign understood by all six 
of them. 

“ Aye ! ! ” cried Hudsoft. 

Then he again blew his whistle to attiact the jnaster’s 
attention. The din was too great, but presently. 
Captain JfSsup himself came aft, as far as the main 
hatch, and pushing his way between the women and* 
children took up a j5ositipn near Hudson. 

“ Shall we collect all the women on.tjhb poop, sir ? 
The bos’n and three ^men are putting biscuit an$ 
water in|o the quarter boats. Mr. Parrish thinks 
she will lay head-on to it, if*the foremast goes Jby the 
' bojird.” 

• “We’re do<Jjie* if it oes. My good God Almighty! 
can’t he keep her rflead before it ? There’s two of 
’em at »thc wfcedl* and there’s, no wind .to speak? of. 
Yes !—Hi*! all you women and children, hold your 
noise, all of you ?#Up.on *tha poop with ynu! # No! 
no men! only women. b T p with? you! yoyr husbands 
will join you presently.* The iire won’t jiurt you, 
weire getting the better^ of it: already. Get on the 
poop,J tell you ! ” 
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* They dll, but a few, obeyed the Captain ; these 
others went belo^' to collect * any vpprtable property 
they had forgotten. The master shotted after them, 
but they paid no heed to him. * 

“ There are flames in the forecastle now! Stay here, 
Mr. Hudson. I’ll go forward again and givef Shaojdey 
a hand. Obey orders, and if she seenis like coming' 
up any more, lower away ! .. Savvey ? Shack)ey 
and I will attend to the other boats \Vith the carpenter 
an<j sailmaker. We must avoid a panic ; but* just 
'"'listen to the crowd! You heard’’em call out grog>ofi! 
And some ol those emigrant m(m are near mad ! 
Did you ever say a prayer, Mr. Hudson ? What ? 

I never saw you at divine service ? (I must go for¬ 
ward again ; ’Shackky can’t manage *hat t crdwd.) 
Did you ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, now arid again.” , ‘ 

“ Pray that she’ll keep right before the wind, Mr. 
IJudson.” 

“ Little use in praying that, sii.” 

“ A*ye, perhaps you’re right ; I c&n’t tell,” said 
the Captain distractedly. “ That Jonah of a surgeon 
has brought all. this upon us, I 1 suppose. I didn’t 
like'the cut of his jib the day he shipped ! ’* ' 

Despite the awful nearness of 'despair, Hudson* 
could not repress a moment’s gaiety! 

“ Look at the cut of the Young Pretender’s jib,. 
sir«! ” « r 

“ My God, the head'saif’s on fire ! Hi, Shackley ! ” 
and he jan.forward. » As*the^ship t yawed about, now 
coming to and now‘paying off, the jibs flickered 
between the heayy f coils qf forward*drifting smoke. 
The nighf was drawing on, and the flames now darting 
upward from the forecastle grew brighter and brighter 
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against thf dark cloudy sky. E^it not so much as 
a wisp of smoke-.b&w over the after part of the ship, 
nor had the appafently increased ijs area', but 
only its Might. Some of the men on the main deck, 
who were unable assist shouted that it was not 
coming their way at all. Some grew suddenly calm, 
almpst indifferent • a temporary reaction after* fierce 
emotion. 

“ Ash ! ’twill burn itself out, then ; more power 
to J:he cdd §hip ! ” cried an old Irishman, "that had 
nof-been seen on deck’ six.timcs during*yie voyage. 

“ Sure enough, now, who ever saw fire go agin the 
wifld ? ” cried another. * 

“ ’Deed, and there’s little use for them Sails, neither,” 
said fhe.yoyitg man who had Men prominent in the 
demands for St. Helena, “for we are-going to # Rio 
Janeirb i¥)w, says .the chief officer ; and, sure, the 
wind is rigid, behind us all the way, by the map ! ” 

“ Aye, let them burn as much*as ever they like; 
then,” said the old nu\n. t “ I’d a nephew once ii^Rio 
Janeiro. He may be living still; and jvell all have 
plenty <5f drinking water # too.” 

“ Water , 9 is it ? ” # said the ^oung man contemptu¬ 
ously. # * 

• “ Ah! and wlusky too,” said the old man. “ I 
suppose all you^ property is destroyed, down in your 
sleeping place.” » ^ 

“ Nat at all. ^.ll'our boxe$ are down in the bottom 
of the ship* Don’t you know we get them up. once 
a month ? ” 

“ So we’re bound ^for Rio Jane fro ! Weiy well! ” 
said the old man; * and the boat is net rolling at gll now! 
Thank God for that, any \^y l 
The “ # boat ” indeed was on a steadier keel. Bi\t 
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Hudson had left *h\3 post* at , the mainmast and gone 
up on th£ crowded poop. % \\ 

The steadier keel had sent him there." 5 

The ship had refused to answer her helm \ 

The Young Pretender revealed her final mission. 

It was black night arpund them byrt fof ‘those 
doomed men*and women there w$yld be no want of 
light I * 

Hudsqn had ordered {he two men in the boats to 
lower themselves away, and to. drop astern &nd c^tch 
a line that JIv. Parrish (now at*yie wheel) had towed 
for them. 

“No, no women, nor aiybody, in the boats,"ex¬ 
cept the two, seamen in each.” He was compelled 
to threaten the steward, who had appeared* in his 
Sunday clothes, \%jth his revolver. Would they carry 
away * the davits, these praying, tearful women ? 
Or the tackles ? Let them keep quiet, afid hold that 
' nigger; they wer£ safe enough ; the boats were not 
going to {eave them ! Two men cou]d not pull a life¬ 
boat ! There ! God help her ! 

One of the yo&ng women Ml .overboard atfempting 
to climb ift^o fhe half-Jowered part boat. *Sbe drifted 
astdrn immediately, struggling wildly in the darkness, 
and disappeared. She was quite # a child, an orphan 
girl of fourteen from Maidstone, and she was forgotten 
ip an instant; but her life thus lost saved many mofe 
from attempting to fallow her example ^. 9 She had 
struck one**of the, men in her fall, anci the tackle 
sKppeft out of his lymd ; Hie otlisr man quickly let 
go his tackle and the Boat wps in the water and 
beyond the reach* of thd others o*h the poop. The 
boats were dropped* astern and made fast, one behind 
the other, to the lina towed from the taffraik 
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It was all rapidly ^done; bdt not second too soon. 
Would^tKere be Jf;me to launch the skid boafis ? # Time 
enough for th<*‘two aflfer boats—with ditcipline—but 
too late for the forward boats at any cost of muscle,*. 
strength, ijay, of life itself. They were both stove 
ip n0& I ^JThe great foremast, with all its b sails, 
yards, top-hamper,*and running gear, had fallen with 
a crash .that bpsh$<i every lip on the ship, and blenched 
every .cheek. And Mr. Sha^kley’s voice w^s stilled 
forever dnd.eVcr ; his, and many another’s. *The fire 
hacf "burnt its waj^ * through, below the deck ; In 
a few moments morb the big sailing-^hip was nearly 
head to wind. A cloud of black smoke drifted over* 
the le.e quarter, and then the quarter-deck became 
crowded •with men, maddened with terror, mutinous 
with despair, or reckless with th^ anarchic frianu- 
missiOn of nature, which men have termed tile first 
law of it. ~ * * 

Mr. Parrish (having relinquishedThe helm as useless)' 
ac the top of ope ladder, *and Hudson at Jhe other, 
stood with their revolvers drawn, while* the Captain 
directed the launching <d the large *pifmace and the 
smajler gig* on the after skid|. But *hi% "commands 
were ferociously countermanded by a score of mutiftous 
voices. A man on j:he main yard, hooking on a tackle, 
becoming suffocated with the dense smoke, fell to 
the deck, and his brqins were dashed out. The tackle 
fell as weft, and .the huge d<wibl£ block felled Silvio 
D’Albuquerque, the Spanish # sailor. Thfcre were a 
hundred pairs of .arms to lift Qie^ big pinnaefe, bfct 
they were too n^any by ninety. * They. pulled and 
dragged, and pushed', yelling, swearing, anA some 
among them ejaculating petitions to tne Almighty. 
And across them now began to drift the horrible 
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stench of burning* flesh-^-hujnan flesh. The flames, 
at first smothered to some extent^ under the great 
sails and oordage of the foremast ? were burning 
through their covering, ai'id consuming the dead and 
wounded men beneath it. c 4 

' The pinnace at length lijrched over the sjde suddenly, 
and fell stem foremost into the The oars t in it 

fell out, as well as the breaker oi water, mast and sail; 
but the boat floated upwards on its keel. In a few 
foments fifty men had jumped, or climbed down into 
it, and it flj«led with watejr to ihe gunwale. Several 
of the men climbed back, some sank, one or two of the 
1 seamen swam aft to ihe lifeboats, and clambered‘into 
them. Then the gig’s stern fell off the skid, and crashed 
down on deck. A harness cask stove* iri two. of the 
bilge -planks*- A ^core of hands lifted it again, but 
the master bade them cease their labours, and help the 
men still at the pump and carrying' v/atbr ; the boat 
could not float. ^However, they lifted it over the 
rail* and, as carefully as their excitement permitted, 
lowered it kito the water, where it quickly filled. 
But only a few emigrants d^red to spring intb it, and 
none of the Seamen, Then tfie little boat turned 

f- | *■ • ^ 

over, and the emigrants were struggling to climb 
back by the ropes which had lowered the gig. 

Amidst all this indescribable concision, which yet 
suggested more horrible possibilities, the ship’s sur¬ 
geon, with a case of drugs oh his'lenses, and a .book in 
his pocket,-sat on the poop ladder motionless, a few 
ftet beloW Hudson^ Nobody ^ad t seemed to notice 
him, though one man, attempting to ascend the ladder, 
and driven back «by Hu Ison’s pistol, had trampled 
upon him. 

4 All hope of escape ( by the boats having disappeared 
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for every male passenger an<l the majority of tfie crew, 
the attention of all t>f th£m was directed agg.in to the 
fire. They abgsld each other for not assisting? and 
called each other cur; and coward, ana loafer, in 
detaching utterances. And # those of the seamen who 
had b^en tffe first to # prevent the Doctor from assisting, 
on the outbi%ak‘of 4he fire, nW dementedly clamoured 
that he should be made to suffer for his evasion of 

w 

labourTjas well as Tor his meddling, which had, they 
asserted, naus^d the disaster? Some yf then! caught 
hol&/>f hinrand dragged him forward, and orfb of the 
men pitched his ca^fc of drugs overboarS. The •sur¬ 
geon’s gold* spectacles fell off in the •rough handling, 
he received, and he was hftlf blind, even in daylight, 
without t^iem.* As the men pumped, and threw water 
on the scorching deck, they jeered at him, staggering 
to an<J tro .with buckets in both hanfls. . 

But the irhqjg^ forward part of the ship is now 
a mass of flame, and the smoke i^arried high above, 
the main truck with the heated air. The wreckage 
of the foremast ft well aliglit, and the deck m welfT 
“ Pump away, my bully boys ! . ’Xis *your only 
chance ! ” cries the nfctst?r. • . 

Ohly thance ? Chance of tvhat ? Of* prolonging 
the existence of thh Young Pretender until a saviour 
ship hove in sight ? The Captain’s words had no 
meaning—even for himself. All he knew was that 
some thirty women find children ayd a dozen.necessary 
seamen coultf escape in those fwo lifeboats, 

“Pass the water along ^ gaily .now, boysi efriveit 
down below again . • • 

The-futility of it! # .Ah ! ihose charts of yellow and 
crimson flame outside the bulwarks, licking &e rail 
and curling over it! 
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“ PuAip away ! Pass that water along ! ” 

“ To he 4 ll with St'all! ‘ Gfog-ok ! ’ I say » ” 

There are six men on the pijmp, 280 d they have the 
supply pipe * thrust through an open port t abreast of 
the cook’s galley. It seemed a very serviceable pump 
when tested in the dock at Londod. It is k very good 
pump ; it will throw a 'jet of sparkling water like 1 
a tremulous rope of .twisted gla^s a£, long as the Vnain 
brace. Six strong men, three on each har^dle-bar, 
with wet hair clinging to their sweating foreheads, 
are jerking the movable pump.ajbout the deck^ ,T ith 
.their frantiG exertions. But the long, thin jet of 
, water seems but to t tickle the leaping flames Onto 
crackling and derisive laughter. And the fire has 
a secret, which shall <be revealed anon. * 

^ ( 

“ Pump away, my bully boys l ” 4 ' 

“ G~ d— the° pump ! Grog - oh ! My guts are 
like rotten rope-yarns ! ” .... «. 

, None of these jailor men have seen the celebrated 
mannikin Duke of Brabant, that infant prodigy at 
Brussels ; for Antwerp is the nearest they have been 
to it; but ope .of them suddenly flings himself off 
the handle-ban with a desperate'oath, and adds— 

‘“JTve heard tell of«a baby p^-g in a lountain, 

but, strike me blind, if he wouldh’t be as much use 

as that - pump. I says 1 Greg-oh! Who's git 

for the grog ? You might as well be k kid and p-g 

on the flames of hell! Come on>lads ! ” 

His face is black with smoke, afid scorched with 
flame, t ,bu£ the voice is. that of Sydney Bob. He is 
encouraged by similar sentiment^ frbm the boatswain’s 
mate. * , r * i 

“ A #e ! Lrt the--pump sweat; let it sweat, 

I tell yer I ” 
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Another man has taker^ his place. Sydiley Bob 
drags ^iiyi away. They* both scdop the perspiration 
off their wet bnlws and look in the direction q{ the 
Captain, s^anSing on'the .fife-rail at tlfe mainmast, 
urging on the men still carrying water. “1*11 ship 
nobody but Irishman if I ever get the chance again ! ” 
he says. Stsvetal Qnen followed Sydney Bob to the 
maid hatchway,^dowp. which they disappeared. By 
bursting through *the thin partition separating the 
married Quarters from the single women’s 'they woqld 
be Sable to p£ach the lower after hatch, beneath which 
a large consignment of spirits and beer tor Australia 
wa» stowed, .as they knew. Npne of the emigrants^ 
followed them, though anftrishman cried— 

“IW^ive ajl I have for a sup ©f poteen ! God help 
us ! and we*doing all the labour ! ” 

He # possessed nothing but the clothing"he stood *in. 
Another jjian said he would burn every woman in 
the world for a pint of beer. TIj£ voice was that of* 
the boatswain’s mala. He threw down the nozzle 
of the hose, and followed the men who*had gone 
below. % 

But the master had feen him, and. he shouted to 
the*petty officer as the latter prepared to*Sescend fhe 
hatchway ladder, dp wliich smoke was now drifting. 

Close that door, and go and pick up that hose l ” 
Other men had begun to follow the boatswain’s mate. 
The man halted. <it* the door, f holding it with his 
hand, ancf tspnetf ms blackened face toward the master, 
and hesitated. . . • 

“ Is that you, boss’s m^te ? ^ . 

“ Aye, it’s me, (tap*en Jessup ! Wfcat.o-’ that, eh ? ” 
The petty officer had snouted defiantly, £& if he 
challenged the right of the*Captam to question him. 
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“ Piclc—up—that! ” cred the master, putting his 
hand in hip jacket pocket, and producing his revolver— 
a big Colt. ' 0 

“ Ah ! Go to hell! ” c*ied the boatswain’s mate. 

t 

“ I’m on for a bust, 1 am, before 1 go to heaven ! 
Pump away yerself! I’m on for a swig of Old Bur¬ 
ton ! ’* ' . 

O 

The other men, silhouetted against the burning 
deck behind them, drew back suddenly from the 
boatswain’s mete. Nobody had heard the“ shot, 
owing to 1 th£ crackling of the tire,, and the voices* of 
men and women ; but the body- of the seaman fell 
.across the coamihg of the hatchway door, shot through 
the lungs, the blood rushing from his mouth. 

“ I’ll serve you all Alike, mind you, lads, if vou don’t 
obey orders ! Go on, bully boys ! Pass along that 
water there ! Pump away, bullies ! We’ll bavt a ship 
bearing down on us soon ! ” T r 

• Nobody knew th^*futility of it all so well as Captain 
Jessup. Yet fire can be seen a long way at night ; 
morning rilight bring them a ship in the offing ! That 
is what he told them all now. 

“ Pump away, lads ; pass water, bullies ! We’ll 
sigh* a ship in the morning ! ” 

The limp, bleeding body of the boatswain’s mate 
was a greater force than the Captain’s words to the 
majority of them ; but suddenly their efforts were 
bi ought to an irrevocable stoppage t 

A long tongue of flame tore its way through the 
main hatch, above the body, of the boatswain’s mate. 
In a mejnent the wnole hatch, a few feet from the 
mainmast, was burning fiercely: Men covered their 
eyes with their hands, and many of them fell upon 
their knees, like the women, and tears began to trickle 
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through fingers that were^ horny with gripping the« 
plough-tjree or the haft c*f the piclf-aftte. 

The secret _li<id been told by the laughing fire ! 
It had been creeping un^ler their feel* unobserved, 
and suddenly the whole married quarters burst into, 
a roaring tfurnacef Every water-carrier dropped his 
bucket, and those ^pumping* rushed through the .flames 
to \he quarter *hiecl^. Was the end *of the Young 
Pretender's mission at hand ? A discordant con¬ 
junction of some three hundred human voioes, raided 
in imprecation, terror, sorrow, and m the holiest of 
prayers, and the oiliest—-the prayer for*GodV mercy 
—fearfully, suggested, nay, seamed »to prophesy it^ 
speedy coming ! But it 4vas not to ba yet, the des¬ 
perate Captain told them. Did Uiey not see the smoke 
blowing *mcfte to leeward ? She was lying now like 
a log iii the sea, drifting almost br#adsiae to the \$ind. 
She was gogd till broad daylight, and then they would 
sight a ship, of course ! Were tj^ey not in the traclj 
of ships ? “ Muster ©n the quarter-deck, bully boys ! 

All men in the fere cabin !*'* They might wreak down 
that rqatchboarding in the alley-wa^ by Jonah’s 
bottle-shop, and gather in the fore pabin ; for the 
wlmle raaiflmast would be coding down* upon them 
ip a minute ! “ Into the fore cabin, my hearties * ” 

* They ha<J scenwthe foremast fall, and they could 
smell the horrible incineration of a score of mangled 
bodies. The majeuit^ oithem rqshed into the narrew 
passage, t>»jke down the partition beside^tke surgery, 
and huddled together in th$ big fore cahin. # ' Some 
dozen or more refnafned wjiere Shpy were, apd a few, 
notwithstanding fchc*cevolvers of Mr.JPiyrish* Hudson, 
and the Captain, gained the poop, apd joilled the 
crowft of women and children. # They were allowed 
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to remain there in both places—on the poop or on the 
main deck—but those on the: latter deck, with one 
exception, paid for their temerity vfotji their lives. 
The mainmast, which had lost its top-gallant hamper 
when the foremast fell, now went by the board, but 
the ship being on an even keel, and the burning ^ails 
being flat aback, most of tne wreckage, helvy blocks, 
chains, wire shrouds, yards and stunsail booms, 
crashed down on the quarter-deck; burying $1 but 
one beneath it. This exception was Benjamin.Clyster, 
the shipL surgeon, who, with lwarly sightless eyes, 
was groping "among the wreckage piled up around 
him, blocking the whole quarter-deck, and making 
a temporary barrier between the poop and the flames. 
The Captain, who had joined his subordinates on the 
poop, saw the surgeon, and for the first time for many 
weeks past addressed him directly. He shouted; with 
all the power of his lungs— 

“ Save yourself,. Doctor ! Jump overboard and 
swim for the boats. You’ll find ’em out there on 
the weather quarter! Lord knowsp there’s light 
enough to see * You can’t reach the poop, man l 

D-my eyes, if y’re a Jonah , you can’t be drowned! ” 

Then the master turned away to give order* about 
loading the lifeboats. ' 

Surgeon Clyster groped among thc 41 wreckage, smoul¬ 
dering around him and sometimes above him, and 
would have perhaps- gained* the * *veather rail, and 
attempted to swim for it—though it seemed one arm 
was brQken, by the 4 way* it hung .useless at his side. 
But at this moment-three men appeared almost beside 
him. They h?d arisen from the little grated hatch 
on the Quarter-deck, whicli in fine weather ventilated 
the quarters of the single women, and in rough weather 
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was covered with a tarpaulin. One of them was 
Sydney Bob, and anotlTer a quarfei*master # with a fresh- 
heeiled wouijd' on his cheek-bone. They had made 
themsel> 4 es reckless Xvitli*draughts of faw gin, a case 
of which they had been broaching in the after hold, 
wh^ji th? falling of the mainmast had made them 
rush up #0 fhe # tween-d*eck, only to find the main 
hatchway fierd^ly ttfazing, and # the outlier small grated 
hatt^, near* at hfind, the readiest way of'escape. 

“ Hitfloa here’s a b— talamander ! cried Sydney 
Byb, clinrbmg out Qf'the wreckage, “ and, my colonial! 
lie’s goin’ to takc l *a —— bath to cool 4 nis —^ hide ! 
’§os he can’t burn, yer know ! he’s made o’ fir£ ! 
He clutched the surged by the broken arm. The 
othej man chipped both his he^vy hands, with drunken 
buffoonery*, down upon the Doctor’s bare he^d. The 
thi£<i m^in, stumbling among th£ wreckage, gmd dead 
and dyiqg roen % beneath it, attempted to hug his twe 
companions. He was shouting, “ Whisky for my 
Johnny! ” 

• You likes whisky, I loves gin ! 

Whisky ! Johnny ! * ( 

— • • 

“Oh! oh! A b 1 —— salamander; that’s what he 
is*! ” dHcS Sydney’Bob. “ He ain’t no*Jonah ! # May 
•I never suck th5 monkey agen, but he’s a bloomin' 
*>le*salamander, •and can’t burn nohow ! ” 

“ Men, men*! let me go ! ” cried the Doctor. “ Have 
you no Reeling ? j My aim is broken, and helpless 
But i cad, float f I can’t be drowned ; ,1 was —I wai 

born in a caul ! ”• . • / • • . 

“ Come on ! ”‘cried thejnan toth the scarred cheek¬ 
bone. “ Who’d Aatf e thought Ole £a*vhones was suppy- 
stis^us ? If he (hiccough) can’t b—r— weft drown, 
he’s a sally-what-d’yer-call-’emi Bod ! ” 
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“ Aye, into the-bonfire with him!” cried the 

third man ; “ yer can’t burn a sally Slanderer— . 

“Whisky killed my pore old dad ! (hiccough) i 
Whisky ! (hie) Johnny 1 
Whisky druv my mother ma<^! 

Oh-h-h !-er Whisky for my Johnny*! Hooray ! w 

“Ain’t it parky! I’m-nigh frozen ! Let’s fry 

Ole Sawbones ! ^ 

“I’ll have you all court-martialled! ” cried^ che 
Doctor distractedly. 

“Oh—hoh ! We’re in the Royal .Navy; listen 
’in:!” 1 ,r ' 

“ Over the spar with jiim ! Hoist him up ! Can't 
he kick for an onlucky Jonah ! Now, then, boys ! 

One-er l two-er i Down the b- hatch, with him ! 

Hooray ! a He’U v - soon be roast pig ! One-er! 

two-er ! three / ” ( 

The surgeon, kicking and biting madly, but without 
so much as a cry, wa*, hurled into the roaring flames. 

“ I reckon we won’t see him agen this side o’ hell! ” 
cried Sydney Bob. “ Wot a kick he give me in the 
b£ead-barge—ugh ! He can drive piles for Ole-Nick 
now ! Lor! jhe’s^bust my liver: But he won’t bring 
no bad, luck to no other ^raft ! What d’ye say, lads, 
to another go at the gin ? I’m all smoked like a 
kipper-herring ! Ugh ! I does feel —er—ho ! ho! „ 
Here’s a bloke er-eatin’ of my big toe! Cuss ’em all! 
Whisky is the life o’ ruanj >my bobstay if it 

ain’t ole Jinkins the Dago, and liis^kid! 4 A^hisky! 
Johnny! H Ho-ho ! Ai^’t it cold! Little Tony Jinkins 
’ll soon be roast suckm pig i Come on, lads ! *’ 

But the ardent spirit they had imbibed was making 
them every moment more helpless, and they fell cjver 
one another among the entanglements of shrouds. 
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and igniting sails, and huge spars everywhere. The 
little hatch through which they had ascended was 
now vomiting flame,- The fire had burnt its way into 
the women’s quarters, and, overcome by the smoke 
and drink, they fell dowp, one after the other, among 
stjji living but mangled men, muttering the words of 
their cliafity— • 

“ Whisky for my Johnny ! Hooray-er-vlihky. . . . 

Whisky is the life o’ man—” 

• , • * 

•# Giacomo, the .Italian, pinned to thp deck, his black 
hair matted with*, blood, held little fair-haired* Tony’s 
Srm around his neck, and prayed altmd : “ Ave Maqa ! 
quando dico Ave Mafia, ndoni i Gicli, godono gli 
Art^o^i esuita il mondo, treirfa l’infdrno, e fuggono i 
demonii. O Ave, ave ! ora per mi 1 mio pio ! che 
pepeatQ ! O ! che letto di mort£! Ave Marja, t) Dio J 
moschicida, cfip peccato ! ” 

Captain Jessup had taken atp his post at the dooi' 
of the hatch ladder leading to the fore cabin syid the 
women’s quatters ; soriie of the men JtiaUl found their 
way®up this ladder already, and *>n »to the poop ; 
but the faptain threatened to shoot«thejnext man that 
should show his *face until® the two boats hqd been 
► loaded with tl"e women and infants. He ordered 
• Mr. Parrish to ffiing the port lifeboat under the counter, 
and while Hudson and he were loading it with women 
the jn^n in the dbre cubin # could be kept in check by 
himself-^the nfaster. 

It was an undertaking that*was well planned* but 
full of difficulty notwithstanding. At l^ast a score 
of men were alndng the^ womeg. and Children on the 
po^p, and some of thes^ whgn the boat was hauled 
nearer the ship sprang overboard to swim to it. Mr. 
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Parrish fired his revolver at ene f o£ these men, and that 
checked the*remainder for a time. 'Three of the* men 
succeeded in gaining the boat, tjiough tire sea was a 
short, choppy one, and very difficult to swim in. 
The boat would hold some fifteen more,. perhaps, 
without foundering, but it would be very deep-latk?n. 
Hudson* stood outside the taffrail, behind the wheel- 
* box, which was aji obstacle to any rusk that might be 
attempted, holding it with one hand while* he gripped 
his pistol with the other. Mr. Parrish, \rl)o had un¬ 
rove the peak^.halyards and. fastened them arou?fd 
Miranda* Jenkins, put her over the^ide first, and then 
slid down the rope holding the boat and thok coifi- 
mand of it, and also brandished his weapon. Slowly, 
and against the'will of many of the women, the*5oat 
was safely loaded, one by one. Daughters hesitated 
.to leave .without their fathers, mothers without *tkeir 
sons ; and many of the single womon 'vvhc had no 
'relatives refused to c’imb over tlie taffrail, fearfully 
calling to mind all the men # and'young women who 
had been dt owned. The wailing and' praying, the 
hoarse entreaties' of. men, of w;omen, and screaming 
of infants, accompanied the loading^ of the first boat. 
Olsen«tlie Norwegian, with a stolid adherence to 
duty, obeyed the commands of Hudson, and seized 
the nearest woman to him, one after the other, and,* 
using the spanker sheet, fastened a running bowline 
undfer their armpits, artd pushed thol^ipver the stern 
and lowered them into the boat plunging* about in 
the jiark* water under" £he 4 counter,^aiid bumping her 
gunwale savagely against it. Then, when the boat 
was laden to tlie very shee^-strakb, the second rhate 
cut the line, and the nten pulled tlie boat clear ofuthe 
ship. He ordered the other boat, containing, three 
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men—one of whom was JSeady, now recovered fron* 
his long swim through £he buffetmf waves, # to approach 
the stern. Jhis was the boat that Hudson, would 
have to control, and for dhe first time*since the aht- 
brdak of Jhe fire his thoughts began to run upon other 
ma|4ers not connected with his duty. The time .for 
his own <$epartu#e, and quite probable salvage, was 
come. Who wpuld#be with him ? Olsen was here—, 
a godd, steady man ; Beady was down *there in the 
boat, with J.w'o others—Ready the # sentimental „and 
excitable' but it wds not the boat’s crew he was now 
suddenly thinking* of ; it was- # *. 

*He canght a glimpse of Joanna*D’Arcy and Con¬ 
stance Palgravc togetfier. “ Whored—where’s the 
salcfon, passenger—the lady—Olsen > Slit’s not in 
the seconcf mate’s boat ! We can’t leave her ! What 
—what .wall the owners say, man*? Hi ! yoq wbmen ! # 
Back, }&t>u men—look out for Miss Palgrave. Now, 
Mrs. Jenkins, over the ta%nil with you! IJi ! 
Captain, send thosc*w 7 omcn along ! Hulloa ! Captain 
Jessup! No^, tlien—you two clinging together*, 
over fhere ! Miss Palgrave—Miss P’£.r~«-and you ’ 

“ Aye, 9 Biddy it* is*! I’m coming in 9 your boat!” 
s*aid Bridget Slattery calmly; “and*Mr. Palgrave, 

• there, is coming with me, too.” 

. Who ? Ncf! no men / Over the side with you, 
woman; over the rail, matron! What, afraid ? 
D—j- f my eyes )• 6ean a hand, Olsen ! b Gently *vith 
that infant! ft’s beginning to feel cold, isn’t it ? 
D’you w r ant to stay behind ajid warm yoty:self, eh ! 
Bear a hand ! *L?>wer away, fnen ! Bridget Slattery 
looked steadfastly *at Hudson, $nd then disappeared 
int# the shadows below r . 

“ Can I come ? ” pleaded a voice close to Hudson’s 
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'ear. He did not recpgnizoe it, t and the confusion was 
so great all round tfie wheel-box behind him that he did 
not heed it. But presently the voice said— 

/‘I am not like the other men; I am*a saloon 
'passenger, and I-” 

The speaker was lying ot\ the top of the wheel-box, 
and ha'd his mouth near Hudson’s **ecp~ as fc the latter 
.stood .outside the taffrail, holding on by one. hand, 
directing operations with the master’s t£ Colt K held 
in 4he other. Eustace Palgrave’s face* w r as* in t^ie 
shadow tMrowp, by many of those Who had clambered 
up on* the wheel-grating beside .bin ; but Hudson’s 
arm struck it accidentally as he swayed' about, and 
he looked suddenly round and almost into the very 
eyes of the face' cheek"oy jowl to his own* , r ** 

“ I cannot swim, and I cannot descend a rope. 
..I am an artist, nof an acrobat. JBut—I will jump 
overboard, if you will take me in the borft ! v 
'-The voice was unlrke the voice that Hudson had 
listened to daily for the pqst two or three w'eeks ; 
it was un^ce^dy with suppressed excitement; a 
Vibratory rebellion of the vo^al organ against the 
dominance of the artificial spirit which feels#shame jn 
the exhibition of emotioii. t 

“ Lower away the lady ; low r er away, Olsen! Kpep' 
a tight hold of the bowline, miss ! Lqok Out belowV 
there ! Put her in the stern sheets, Beady ! Come 
along, gals l Bear a‘ hajid ! '' Who^ f next # ?r Stand 
back, you men ! stand back, you Dominick ! Your 
sister’s all 'right; slip’s in the b^af. Come along, 
gals ! ovei; the rail with you ! Bear a hand, Olsen l 
Three more, only "three mqre ; she’s almost gunnel 
under, as it is 1* Lively, then, lively! Lower atf ay, 
below there! ” 



“ACT OF GOD” 409 

• 

“ You will not shoot, m<§ if I jump overboard, will* 
you ? * I—er—am not worth powder and ihot—I am 
only an artist—but I can—I will—^ve yoti—my 
word of honour, as 4 gentleman, that you shall ^et 

five’hundjjed pounds if I afn saved-” 

, “©ear a hand, Olsen—t^iree more women, man ! ” 
“.A thodsan^J founds, Hudson ! F*ir the sake of 
Constance, my sister*! ” 

. “Mi Eustace, where is my brother .^Eustace ? ” 
screamed a.wjice in the bo£ft. • * " 

Dominick ! Scfti hejp my brotlv^ Dominick! 
Oh! and will they sdpvate us ? Oh ! Bi meat! n& hi dtd 
shcasamh ansain ! * Dominick ! *’ scrdhmed another. • 

“ Back, lad ! back ! ” shouted Hudson. 

“ T<wa tl^ohsand pounds ! You shall have it, on 

my honour ! For Constance-” • • . 

“O?ie*more woman, Olsen, lower away!* Below 
there, come & bit nearer with that boat ; mind the 
counter ! Do 3*011 want to si nit her ? Keep baling 
there—you women ; d—n.mc, dYou want to founder ? 
Bale her out, 1 tell you ! Use >*our imnds ; you’ll 
be swamped in a n^nute ! Livdy,• liVcly, now--* 
she’ll carry another/ Low r er away, 0 &en«l Now shin 
down yourself i Jii ! look oftt—back her in gently. 

WclJ, I’ll be d-d ! Pick up Olsen ; he’s alongside 

cd you in the wgter, and there’s only four of you to pull 
•the boat! ” * 

“ I cay pull cvn* 3 ar—I used to* row at college 1 I’ll 
make you a.rich^man, Hudson ! ” 

“ Now r pull her, c^ear awa^ from the sterh and w<ait 
for me—you can’t navigate her Without me*! Back, 
you men ! Hi, in tlie boat, there V Use* your o^ars and 
braiil any man that attempts to'get in !*” 

* Be quick ! don't be lingerie [standing] there l ” 
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e - Hudson clambered up cn # the taffrail and looked 
along the ♦poop toward the master, standing tin the 
drifting smoke, by the hatchway doc*:. The third 
mate’s face was immediately viable in the ^lare from 
* the raging fire, now threatening the poop. ’The 
Captain saw him, and wavpd his hand.. % 

“ A^e, aye !, Over with you ! Stand b^ till da^vn ! 
The second mate’s boat’s easiest to«pull, if we sight 
a ship ! Cfyer with you, my bully third*mate { 

** For my sister’s sak£—Constance twill *not live 
without *'me,C Five thousand * pounds, Hudson 4 :— 
any gum you like ! ” „ f 

* Patrick Hudsrfri put his pistol into hfe pocket £nd 
threw himself*into the sea.* A second later, Eustace 
Palgrave, with desperate courage, slipjted ail ex' him, 
feet foremost., A dozen men followed, among whom 
were the black steward and Domijiick D’Arcy.* » 

The Captain rushed aft to the taffraih and the men 
ki the fore cabin bu*/ up the ladder on to the poop. 
Hudson was assisted into the b(5at by one of the men 
and Miss Palgrave in the stern ; and then, taking the 
diller, and df awing his revolver again, he bade the oars¬ 
man pull ovt into the night after the seepnd mate’s 
boat ¥ just visible in the*'glare from the burning ship. 

Then the two boats lav, head to the sea, about 

^ * 

a cable’s length from the Young Prhcydcr'S starboand 
quarter. The short yeasty \yaves were breaking 
aghirrst the bows of'th (4 bostts, ahd .drenching them 
with spray, and sometimes rolling iiUo tlx? boat over 
thp gunwale amidships. 1 ' The m£n t were urging the 
women t\? keep their seats^ to trim the boats, and to 
bale out the ’wut«r jvith tljeir hatids* a 

Two men alone, out o£ those who had followed 
Hudson, reached the boats. The steward, who was 
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a strong swimmer, c!utcljed*the redder of the second 
mate’s *boat, and tfied to climb in over *he stern. 
But Mr. Parriah, brandishing a boat-hook like a spear, 
/drove him*off with a/wound in the thrftat, and th/ 
unha’ppy m^m swam as well ms he could in his Sunday 
£hore*going clothes, to some wreckage drifting near, 
and fastened himself to it. His head pould be seen 
bobbing above tfie waves, lit up by thg conflagration, 
his limrf linen collar stained with blood that v^as flowing 
faster from hjs» throat than t£e sea coul^i wash* it away. 

The only ’other man wl\o swam as fa^ as tfoe boats 
was Dorainkfk D’Ar!:y v the young musician. He* was 
not* seen ufitfl his hand was on the Mow gunwale of, 
the third mate’s boat, where he hung*in a half-ex¬ 
hausted state." Then Joanna D’Arcv, who had hidden 
her face in her hands, thinking him drawned v^th al! 
the oilers* who had sprung overboard, suddenly lifted 
her head and Saw him. She was separated from him 
by several women, but she struggled to get near him,* 
crying his name in pietcing accents. The women and 
children moaneef and prayed, and one of^tllh men had 
to hold* the shrieking ghl down bet wean the thwarts^ 
of the boat, cursing her for a fool Ishat. wanted to 
send them all to the bottom. • * • 

••Horatio Beadv dn>w his sheath-knife, as Hudson 
turned, pistol ;n* hand, toward the screaming girl 
m the bows of the ljoat. From Beady’s knife his 
gaze travelled in,th<* dirctiioij,of the seaman’s evident 
intentions. \He law Dominick now struggling to 
raise himself on tl\e fcunwale. • 

“ Is there any lucre that*will |ive up his place for 

this man ? ” he crieck # . • * % 

“ Nb-no-no-no ! we’ll be jinking in a-moment; we 
are up t(£ our knees in water ! ” they cried. 
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“ I says, chuck oyer some # of the kids, if we want to 
float; don’t want no mor^ in the boa/.—man, 
woman, or child,” said a man, poundieg with his fist 
Vt the hand* of D’Arcy. * \ * 

“ Give up yer own plyoe ! ” screamed M^s. Jenkins ; 

■ ‘you and that ole Joner brought all this bati luck. 
Oh ! ' my por$ little ’Tonio ! e’ wasn’t saVed, w^s ’e ? 
Where’s my gal Mirandy ? ©h ! • my darlin’ little 
’Tonio! Wot I ses is justice ! S?erve '’em a(l alike! 
None of yer f?,vritcs *exl ! Give up yer own plyce, 
now ycr*-lydv r love is a-lookjn’ at yer, can’t yer ? ”* 

- “»No! oil, no! Who is Jli^re to navigate the 
,boat! ” cried Constance Palgrave. ** Why di<5 he 
not stay on the ship ? ” % 

44 1 want fny life* as much as any ^of yauj** cried 
Hudsgm “ I’m no hero, and a sailor is of more use 
to you than a landsman ; but if, any of y$u Vstnt to 
go straight to heaven, now’s your charicc !•»” 

. Dominick was sf^ggling to maintain his hold, 
wbjle the pitching boat seemed *m danger every minute 
of sinking* gunwale under. 6 % 

, “ To ’eli with sich tork^! ” yelled butcher-boy 

Beady. “,Who is there to dohll the b-*- rowing 

but, us por£ sailormcrf ? Let gow the gunnel, I tell 
yer ! Let gow ! ” # 

He deliberately began to saw witl\ his* knife at the 
fingers of the struggling man. 0 * 

•Deminick D’Arcy ‘turned at face’fulj of agopy. toward 
the man \yho had been his comjaniojat and friend 
4 pringi the voyage,'standing imrfloyable in the stern- 
sheets, ^Constance* Palgrave beside him, her face 
c )vered with <h»r hands. The jfale and rigid ‘lips of 
Bridget Slattery parted iij a convulsive wail, akd her 
eyes, close to Hudson’s, glowed like baleful stars. 

• • 9 
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“ Ah ! let him in, let him in, kind God l ’’"cried 
Joanna,, writhing in the strong grasp of the^ able sea¬ 
man. 

0 

t “ I’ll cut -yer —— throat % if yer don’t give over! 
cried’ Beady, sawing at the left hand, which had' 
replaced the rightBut Dominick had raised him? 
self breast-h>gh, and there was a cry of terror that the 
boat r was going t6 sink 

“Ah? let him live! let him live!' Oil, God in 
Heaveif, yhy ^as I ever born ? Oh! let me go! I’ll 
giv&.my place for ~h ; nl! Throw me over, ch, God! 
Oh! sweet Jesus !' Oh! all ye blessed saints in- 
heaten! take*me instead! A Iosa , crlosa! a croidhe „ 
mhilis Iosa! Tusa 'ganiSa is mise 'gctt-su, a Iosa! 
A IosaJ ” * • 

Hudson mSide a sign to the man in the bo\ys. # The 
third jimt^’s eyes were wet with risihg tears. # 

“ Oh ! fcake^ny, life for his ! A Iosa , a Mhuire, is 
ail Horn has d’fhaghail idir bur lamfyiibh bcannaightheP 
she sobbed distractedly. + . 

“ Keep quiet,*curse yer*f ” cried the mam, holding 
her moifth. , , 

“ Is ther^e no mfin* willing ? Wall, # then—God 
forgive fhe ! No ! I cannot dto it ! W6 must §ink 
together ! ” said Hudson, lowering the revolver. 

' Dominick D’Arcy had one knee on the gunwale now, 
and the water was pouring in. He had, with bleeding 
hands, jvrenched # th<* knife from the grasp of thejsea- 
man, and^O%n wfis pushing him back with an oar. 

Bridget Slattery^ her back* to J»he struggling men, 
turned her metallic feyes tpward ihe woman beside 


• « 02? Jesus I Jesus ! sweet heart o#Jesus ’..Thou to jae and 1%) Thee 1 

Oh! Jesus!'* * t . . , . 

t “ Oh Jesus ! oh Mary ! I desire to die between your blessed hands l 
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Hudson, and the poise of Jier head and neck suggested 
that of a ^erpent tearing its crest.# 

Constance Palgrave looked over her shoulder toward 
yhe burningtship, and mprmuqed faintly .that others, 
'were now throwing thenjselvcs into the sea ! Then 
she looked at Bridget and shuddered, Cfne li^nd of 
Constance plucked at Hudson’s* jacket# the other 
pushed forward the pistol. 

“ Oh ! do if quickly ! Quickly; or we are" Tost! 77 
sljye cried. “ Do it, do it* or Joanna—your Joanna— 
and all ©f us—quickly ! ” 

. D.’Arcy’s back was toward uic two at the stern, 
but he had heyrd spme of her words*, and, beaten 
back by Olsen’s oar, he half turned—miscomprehend¬ 
ing—and appealed to her. He was $>anting % *like a 
wounded stag, but he ejaculated— * 

“*Af}! You plfcad for me l Thank Qod! t Oh, 
kind heart ! God bless you ! 1 wane tq live and 

Jove you ! ” ^ 

. “ Oh! quickly! Do it, do it, for Joanna’s sake— 
your Joanna—the boat is kinking ! ’’♦cried Constance, 
with her eyes fastened on Bridget’s as by some occult 
power of attraction. Joanna* n&d broken away from 
tHe r arms of the seaman, and then—the third rhate 
fired! * , 

There was a sudden hush in the boat ; ail but Olspn 
and Beady, struggling with the young emigrant, 
lonl^d toward Hudson. D’Arcy •himself was looking 
at him, his face quite distinct i\ t the^f&ine-light. 
“ Nompn * amicitia >. % est * nomcn*— ah ! God ! ” he 
gasped.. A roll qf*'sodden manuscript music was 
projecting from j;he^shirt bosom oi tlie struggling man, 
and aS- the bullet from Hudson’s weapon pierced his 
heart, and the body fell across the gunwale, the roll 
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of paper instantly became crimson with gushing 
blood. 

Olsen gave^ the relaxed body a violent push* with 
; his oar; j,t toppled over, ^nd the boat! was quickly 
righted again. The lour a^le seamen began immeoi* 
atety.io bale out £ie water with their caps, calling on 
*tlie women £0 fielpjthem. * 

“T)id—he—lflok—^t me ? ” wlpsperetl Constance. 
Hftd^on made rib* answer. His throat was choked 
with tears of^ self-pity rather than of remerse. He- 
thirst the sfrioking weapon into his pocket* and sat 
down beside her. Bridget Slattery lookeS at the’blaz.- 
ing»ship. Joanna was*also straygely^ilcnt. She now 
sat still with white lips, moving, as if ki prayer, but 
uttering no sQund ; her eyes staring •vacantly, her 
beautiful reft hair hanging almost to ho- knees, her 
arms* cjos^ed on her breast. 

“ full £ut, farther away ! there are others coming. 
We must keep well in sight^J^ut not too close ! ” 
shouted a voice across the waves. It was that of J;be 
second mate, wkose boat ffad now drawn nearer. He 
had kept off from the other boat duriiyaf the struggle^ 
for fear of attracting file attention of the man who 
had befti sbot. HiS boat wa^ quite as deeply laden 
a^.the third mate’if, and he was suifcited with horror. 

# Hfldson cpuld make no response, but he lifted his 
band to indicate that he Iiad heard the order; and 
the men pulled agamst*tte wind, wntil they were about 
a cable’s^eflgtli faom the ship—right on her beam. 

Since the fall df the mainmast the Youngs Pretender 
had turned head (ofwintf £ygain,*apd the sail^ on tbe 
still standing mi^rp«were blazing^ fiercely above the 
hcad^of a crc*vd of a hundr|d or more mpn and^vomen 
still huddled together at the taffrail, and plainly dis- 
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cernib'll to those in the boats. The figure of the 
Captain, w;ith a coat ’drawn aroun<J his head, could be 
seen, standing on the saloon skylight, amid a shcwer of 
burning fragments, raising his arms from time to 
tiiiie, as it seemed in remonstrance or in encourage¬ 
ment. The whole ship forward cf the mizen-mast 
was crackling and flaring fiercely. A gyrating column 
of flame-lit snioke drifted aster:^ above the heads of 
the doomed. They were blistered" in the terrible 
he^t, and tortured beyond endurance, for shrieks of 
despair, as one'or more sprang* pverboaid—choos’ng 
to die by water rather than by fire—travelled across 
the wind to those crouching in tne two boats drenched 
with the sea, shivering in th° bitter wind. Sea-birds, 
attracted by the conflagration, were wheeling round 
and round the doomed ship ; rising high above the 
drifting smoked dipping beneath it, soaring out of 
reach of scorching flame ; plunging dc vvn into safer 
darkness; coming and going on gleaming wings of 
irpnical compassion. Constance Palgrave’s eyes were 
following t^eir flights ; they' seemed to have fascinated 
her. Many of the women in the boats clasped each 
other’s hands as they gazed toward the burning vessel, 
and groaned in dolour of soul as they thoaght^of 
husbands, sons, and brothers. It was a compulsory 
attendance at a vast human sacrifice, where the help¬ 
less burnt-offerings were their nearest and dearest; 
where the altar looked like a, huge log of fuel, across 
which a victim would suddenly run and disappear, 
like an insect on the ba^k of a t, r ee-trurik reddening 
on a funeral pyre. It was attending the lurid exe¬ 
quies of "those tljey loved, and who were still hving, 
and where the dying wen* mad, and with a strength 
of will and energy of purpose never before shown 
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in their sanity, hastened to ^end them both in* 
eternity. ~ 

Soflte of ^he benumbed creatures condemned to 
look and dinger bro^e out^into fits of ^hysterical yc- 
ctrsation ggainst everybody and everything. Some 
bewailed their cflVn sins, some were asking mercy 
for others.# A’few were resigned and # tranquil! One 
IrisTi widow, had lost her dwo jons in the first 
boa? that had b*e£n swamped, repeated* over and 
over ^ggLin, $s she clasped her hai^ds and released 
thtyn in rhythmical lemghasis, “ The blessed will of 
God be done ! The blessed will of God be done ! P 
AitDther soemed to have fallen into a Cataleptic reverie. 

At times a large sheet*of flaring canVae v/ould fall 
into t]^e # sea aaternof the ship, op down tipon the heads 
of those on* the poop; and as a gre^streak pf light 
appealed, on the eastern horizon # the whole topmast 
of the mizcJ?, yprds, and gear, toppled over. The 
flames burst up through y^^poop deck, and out 
through the saloon scuttles. In a minute or tw<* all 
on the poop were driveif*over the side of enveloped 
in the«conflagration. From stem £o $fefn, one va$| 
sheet of flame rose lik^a giant hand o£ glqwing orange 
arid crthison, with’forked fingers restlessly wording 
as if to snatch bacl? the meteoric sparks that had rushed 
ojit bf their, grasp—and the end was near. 
m “ The blessei will of God be done ! ” 

“ Eustace! 9 h ,• Emstace ^ My brother Eufitaee 1 
Oh ! th#t ^wera one of those sea-birds » You musl 
find my brother Eustace! *Lis^n to me* ypii iqpr 
at the oars ! If \ fv T ere a sea-fc#rd I should ^nd him, 
surely! My brofh£*is an artist, $u<^i.a 'clever artist 
He Ifts greafr pictures to faint,.you know! ^Ve an 
travelling for pleasure, to strengthen his constitution 
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the doctor in London^ advised Jt. You will know him 
by his distinguished appearance. ,7 You must fijid my 
brother. We are saloon passengers. Wf have more 
rijrht to a place in the bo^t tluir* any emigrant here. 
*^ou must find him, I say! Oh, that I lyid wiAgs ! 
He would rest upon them, and should escape. 
See there ! S£e there ! An albatross has 'found him, 
surely! It is Jupiter himself*! Oh, that I had 
wings ! Row, row, row, I tell you ! ” * * 

Nobody in thp spray-sw^pt boat heeded liar except 
Biddy Slattery, sitting on the thwart faciilg her, and 
Mrs. jenkins, who was crouching beside the emigrant 
girl, waist-deep hi water. 

Bridget bent down and whispered that they had 
all seen the bfother of Constance throw himself into 
the sea*and sin]^ like a stone. 

“ * 2 i’s ’ad" an edsy death!” cried Mrs. r Jenjdns. 
“ Wot about my pore little ’Tonio ?. Oh, God, ain’t 
k cruel ? Ain’t she .°. c mner the same as me ? Wy 
slvoyld ’er brother be more to Ytr ’n my ’Tonio to me, 

’ eh ? To think of ’is sweet ltxlood ’issing in the flames, 
2,nd ’is golden, ’air! ’Tonio was a ’Hinglish angel— 
’e wasn’t np Hitalian gipsy—Is father w^s—er—oh, 
ain’t, it cru£l—I neve* told nobody before. 4 I ses 
as God is cruel, jes because -I went a little too far once 
in my life. Oh, Christ ! a sinner I. was ! *Oh, 
mv pore ’Tony-” 

Patrick Hudson, tvith a stern ‘ effort of hi? will, 
beat down {he emotion in his heaif, angl rrse from 
hi? seaf. « Standing *;high oi\ the* 1 triangular part of 
the stern^heets, the tiller t^tweenVais knees, he looked 
all round the*dinv yet quite r ais£ernible, hdrizon. 
His triined seamaneye? saw nothing ^but se& and 
grey sky. Again and again he turned to every point 








